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INTRODUCTION. 
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OOR Don Quixote, alas! he has lost all his fame, 
And this Harlequin flying will blot out his name; 

Don Quixote and Pancha, and three times three such, 
In these humble pages exceeded are much, 
For whim and for oddity, here's a knight errant, 
But T'll leave you to smile, which you'll do I may warrant, 
At pictures so moving, at pictures so striking, 
So detach them, and sort them, till got to your liking ; 
When you've finish'd your *justment, then look at the man, 
Laugh away my brave boys, and laugh loud as you can, 
You'll find him the same to the end of the chapter, 
For mirth and for frolic, for nonsense and laughter, 
Rapping off his dull tales, as oft lads do at schools, 
Where the stultum stultorum's the fool of all fools. 


This old buck too's a whim, and his mind ne'er does know, 
If a farmer he'd been, he'd forgot e'er to sow ; 
A grocer he is, and a draper capricious, 
For dreaming of dreams he is rank superstitious, 
And oft frighted he'll be till his hair stands erect, 
Then misfortunes will watch, and no cauttons neglect. 
He will ne'er leave his home, if it is of a friend, 
'Till that dream it 1s broke, and the charm's at an and; 
He prated once much about an army of men, 
When that day came a drove of rare geese from the fen, | 
So his neighbours all told him, “ my lad dream again.” 


As Salt was for dreſsing one Saturday morn, 
A good friend stepped in as he was half shorn: 
Mr. Shilcock, oh dear ““ says he, “ außen got you here? 
« Come what will you eat, or what drink? 
«« Where my horse is I stopp'd, between meals there I papp'd, 
„ Neer ta gee us your wife comes I think,”? 
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Quick cries she, ** dear à me, what—a stranger I we, 
&« Hope now you'll spend a few days ? *? 
I this time cannot stay, 50 dont mention *t, I pray,” 
In return to her kindnefs he says. 
« Let your Husband and I, Just to ee @ mill try, 
Aud then about matters we'll chat; 
« No, I caunot go yet, but if youll stop @ bit, 
4 PII scrape other side first,”* said Wat. 
« 4s your friend wants a walk,” said his wife, „never talk, 
« Why you'll do very well, so begone 
« Wipe the grim off your cheek, ai your hat is to eh, 
„ Mr. Shilcock aue shall dine at one.” 
*Fore nine paces they'd got, said the man like a sot, 
« A tankard of mull'd ale let's take, 
& And the bowling green see, poo, dont you tell me, 
| Said the gent, ta @ mill let us make.” 
So to Marshall's and Co.'s, both of them straitly goes, 
And examin'd the wheels how they play'd, 
Then for landscape did steer, to the waterfalls near, 
Where each torrent does form a cascade. 
Then to yard of a merchant they both of em stray'd, 
To view well some millstones *mongst timber which laid, 
& Hoa convenient's your wharf,** one thus him addreſs'd, 
« Why those stones which are French ones wwe reckon the best, 
C But I think year's are mall, ya may look at the rest.“ 
Then said Shilcock again, with a kind of a laugh, 
« What your planks here a foot, do you gell here much raf? 
« But Boston's the place, now there is Clerk and there's Gee, 
« What's Boston to Newark, ya must'ut tell me, 
Says the gent, “ zo this place, why here's ten times more brout, 
C What's Boston to Newark, aubhy b— — 4d it is nout. 
% Clerk and Gee's have no goods, here their man he came en 
& To bay some of us, many folks make a bother, 
« Here's a vat deal imported, was ye ver at 
&« And we know how to get em when their trade is dull, 
Bur we neer trust to them too he said in nice brogues, 
« For b— —d there à wt of 1 great rogues,”? . 


505 


« Come,” says Salt, “ let xs off, and Ill chew another, 
Inu the breaubonse concern d, yon say he's a brather, 

« He's one of the partners, who to Raſiia sends out, 

cc The rare Newark strang ale, which makes Kitty jo faut, 
« Who * of it lakes JON mand e 1 


As they pale d theo? 2 good to hos river intent; - 
In returning both into 's compting house went; 4 
« Good morning, says one, © at this time our 5tock is leau, 
Mister pray how does the price of things go? *? 
« A little advanced, sir, said he in reply, e 
« Why my father is luci, young Shilcock did cry, 
From Boston awe lately have had several loads, 
And our raf haue got home, while so good are cur reads, 
« As ave are building e mill, we have bought in enough 
« Of rare timber that's wanted, à great weight of uff; 
« [f your $tock at this time, sir, yen bed in to lay, | 
<< Why you'd find you would have u fab mere pennda te Says” 
And made his conge, and said, . Gents & god day,” 


Then at home they arriv'd, where a snack was outset, 
Of cold beef for a luncheon for Shilcock to get, 
Said he to Salt's dame, * avhy , think you look thinner,” 
« Poe no notion, cried she, © that you bill not stay dinner,” 
« No, I want to be off, far advanced ts the day,” 
Said Salt, “ 5 hall I, but it is not your way ;"* 
Cried his dame, „Mister Shilcack, 1 tell you no ject, 
« Taventy miles he is going, would you think, to a feat, 
& Naw. he's forty years old, I declare its a shame, 
Hut there's nobody elte but himself he can blame. 
« This evening,”” says Salt, „ go part of the way, 
C Depend on't we shall be all merry and gay, 
% And so now my old wife I will not be said nav.“ 
Mister Shilcock did laugh, and then bid them adieu, 
Said, “ you are fond of a feast, to me *twould be new; 
« So to Ranceby I'm off, naw ta see Mister Peau.“ 
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At FIR the time came to get ready equipp'd, 3 

For Salt to set off, when his dame was much hipp'd, 

| Little thinking how he was for two hundred mile, 

; Or perhaps would have fitted him out in more style; 3 

No luggage in pockets had he but clean shoes, | 


W 


. And a neckcloth, two shillings, and pair of thread hose, 


And in copper had three- pence, his stores scarce enough, 
With a pair of all-overs and little down puff. 

© One more æuaiscoat I want;** to his dame he did say, 

| She reply'd, * it awill heat you, 50 want it you may, 

c A wwaiscoat indeed ] 'why how long do you tay? + 

cc expect you'll be home soon on Monday now mind, 

cc Yes, depend on't I avill,”” he returned so kind. 

cc It will be Monday the next, a chilling TI lay, 

« But you'd better come saoner, 50 hear what I day. | 
cc I you're out of the town, take the children with you ; "? 
So with one in each hand, without more fuſs and stew, 

He his journey commenc'd,—all you read shall be true. 
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ITH William, and Lancaster, father s own brat, 
One eight, t'other four, both set off with Wat. 
Mister Hough smok'd a journey, and made a conge, 
With as much as to say, „“ what you're off to the sea.“ 
By the time to the town's end that William did trip, 
He declar'd he'd return, and no further would skip, 
If at Stringer's he had not of ale just a glaſs, 
So the copper was gone, he gave it to the laſs. 
Will, cry'd Lang, your health, hold a bit for your brother, 
Here's two for us all, mind I wont have another, 
So Lang got the best half, and then laugh'd in his sleeve, 
For the child not a drop for his meſsmate would leave, | 


But said, „I've drank it all,“ at which William did grieve. 


LA. 
Now they set off again, and a man overtook, 
Who was stalking along, and for coach kept à look; 
All chatter'd away, about this and that thing, | 
When the children at parting they made the road ring, 
t Get along, ye young dogs, we've much water to croſs, 
If you will not get back, in some stream we'll you 0, 25 
So they slided away, as on thorns or on is | | 


Mistreſs Furnace they paſzed, one said, arn't you hot, 
Yes, said she, I am warm, and wish home I had got, 
This man talk'd away, to all post-boys he met, ; 
And cry'd, * How do I want a return ire to get, 


be For my legs will ne'er last, 
c Till Paul Jones is come past, 
So a can take my lad fore we part; 
« Ne'er with me *t did agree, 
To leave good company, 
6c For I'm one of the last that will start.“ 


c Lame with doctors I've been, 
« Or a walker you'd seen, 
C Now at Turk's head am forc'd to stop short, 
c Then for Grantham am going, 
« And for pretty girls wooing, 
“ For —n me, I'm a lad for rare sport.? 


But such stops Salt ne*er made, lest the day Should get late, 
So he bid them adieu, and was soon at the gate. be 91 


Found the youngsters at 8 on the rant * the Shout, 

c On the road is your mother, what are you about, 

| « What a dust you're but kicking up here; 

'They all peep'd thro? the bar, and then hustled away, 

Like as rabbits for cover, thus spoil'd was their play, 
Though their parent as yet was not near. 
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To Binnington soon a brisk pace did him bring. —— 
As he jerted away with a bounce and a Spring, | 
If you'd seen but his gait how both arms he did . 

With a high down and a derry or so; 
Out was riding a gent who oft stalking does sally, I. 
That has been thro' Love's Lane and sunk deep in a valley, | 
Who Cupid had stung ere his force he could rally, | 

Then left him both pleasant and merry to go. 


« What little walking Watty, 
« Why who would now have thout on, 
« To see ya here, says Norton, 
Where are you for so natty.“ 


Cries he, * I must be doing, 
| «© $9 to Marston am now going.“ 
And then prattled away to him thick. 


« Why to myself I said, 
C Here's a buck, lad, who's afraid, 
« For adzoons only think here is Dick.“ 


« And we not take one chearful glaſs, 


4 Lauck how hard here *tis to pals, 
«© 'To toast away ——— your pretty laſs,” } 


When at leaving this town he a young hatter met, 

He the foot path jump'd off on the main road to get, 

Just to shake by the hand this blith swain of their place, 
On his nag who was troting a nice gentle pace, 

As from Grantham returning, © well Barret how d'ye,“ 
Lord bleſs me, cries he, I'll be hang'd if I knew ye, 
If you'd me not accosted, what your're off a Iong walk? 
76 Ai a little this way, and then ended small talk; 
But soon coaches came rumbling, before he'd got far, 

As two steeds ran before them, one had got a brave star, 

As this fiery tit by its mother did run, 

The whip it kept cracking, all laughed at this fun, 

Like post-horses they cantered, till safe up the hill, 

When the carriages turning, left each to its will, 

Salty star'd at the tops to look out his comrade, 

When the paſsengers nodded, but nought to him said. 


1 

As children were playing, out sprung two rare laſses, 
One said, „Bill and Bob, dont ya see those jack aſses, 
c Nasty fellows, they let nout alone that here paſses, 

«© Oh lads if we were but full grown, 
ec We'd the coachmen well drub, here to drive them away, 
© From the Binnington milk maids who mount 'em I say, 
c So down hill let us ride them, for here they mont stay, 

« For we've aſses enough of our own.“ 


As thro* Fosten he paſsed, one was ending a song, 
Twas some female within doors who quaver'd along, 
As the sun was declining, it heighten'd the pleasure, 


To hear a fam'd piece, tipped off in good measure. 


As the brisk lively notes from her throttle did teem, 


With gar dian a—a—a—a—angels sung the theme, 
He joined loud in chorus, as she touched the waves, 

To Brit——ains ne—he—he—he—hever shall be slaves. 
Then the nymph she popp'd out, with a nod and a smile, 
While Salt nodded again, as he went on the while, 

Lest the night should come on, and himself might be lost, 
While to syrens he hearken'd, as the roads were much crost, 
He got wrong in the fields, when a gent with a gun, 

Said to find out the bridge o'er yon corn you must run, 

For since you last was here, those inclosures are done. 

To a straight road he came, which ran so for a mile, 
When an old goody joined him who came o'er a stile. 


«© How ya'r chaps leave their forks, here in ditches they hatch em, 
« Hey in harrest time, bleſs ye, sir, no one will touch 'em;" 


Here a gate he set open, and Hougham paſs'd soon, 


And to Marston he reach'd 'fore the shine of the moon, 


Blunder'd past Hardy's house, tho' had been oft afore, 


And ask d at the turn, of a man at the door, 


Who said, —no, he thought him some son of 2 ———, 


E 
With a small gentle turn, under cover he went, 
Where good mistreſs in shop was on busineſs intent, 
While her George from the fields home was speeding his way, 
Of water one glaſs took, and to her then did say, ! 
«« Mistreſs Hardy, I think, I am right in the day, 
That I promis'd your husband at Marston to call, 
For this Ingoldsby feast, to go see Mister Hall ; ?? 
« O yes, sir, that you are, shall I make you some tea,” 
« By no means, I'll look out if this man I can see; 
« As fatigued you are, just of ale take a glaſs,” 
When that instant past window the gent quick did paſs, 


— 
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With © hollow my lad, 
« Are not you too bad, 
Jo say you'd come a riding: ?? 
« Pshaw, of that ne'er talk, 
«« For a good long walk, 
6c T take both pleasure and pride in.“ 


« [Il tell you what, 
_ © Some steaks we've got, 
«© Your health, here goes, —one's tired, 
Says George, with work, 
« Of rake and fork, 
© Tho' many folks we hired.” 


% Now you and I, 
« We soon will try, 
« How knife and fork will play, 
ce So take a sup, 
ce We'll keep it up, 1 
* Old friend what do you say?“ 


«© Now here's my lad and me, 
«© How we'em drest do but see, 

% For last night there fell such a shower, 
« When at work we were out, 
Like a great watter spout, 

As it thunder'd, the rain it did pour. 

Fad 


1 
« So we've got on old clothes, 
« Here's my hand, come, here goes, 
Now as supper is ready let's eat; 
« For I'll tell you what, 
« As the victuals is hot, 
© Don't you stop—help yourself to some meat.“ 


Thus when supper was over they chatted away, 

Just to make each more lively, more pleasant, and gay, 

While one to the other attention did pay. j 
Says Salt, Mister Hardy, about six weeks ago, 

For a ride just to spend an half hour or so, 

As one Taylor at Walcot and J did set out, 

His dame she said to us, „now what are you about? 

« Can't you both stay at home this one afternoon, 

« Here we've ladies at cards, and the gents will come soon?“ 

« Why we will return fore that they come, depend on't,” 

c Such nonsense, cried Mistreſs, © I say there's no end on't. 

Says a Folkingham Doctreſs, “ if therein they fall, 

« Why no more for this night can they leave Mister Hall, 

«© That's from Ingoldsby, where they pretend they will call, j 

« For my dear he will make them as fresh as he can, 

c Search the country throughout you'll not find, such a man; 

So we both promis'd fair to be home in the hour, 

When a volley of cautions each fair one did pour ; 

«© Come Salt take my boots, or you'll be like a ſailor,” 

Indeed, said his wife, © now he'll ride like a, taylor,” 

Soon through Pickworth and Boothby we canter'd away, 


«© Come, my friend, all the gates I'll set open I say, 

« Gallop fast or we shall have the devil to pay; | | 

« Why you'd make a light horseman, a good one I'm sure,“ 
« Aj,” says I, © but my lad, riding I can't endure;”” 

Safe we soon were arriv'd at Mister Hall's gate, 

When in kitchen we found him, as he was in state, 

With a friend and a glaſs, Come where will you both sit? 

«« Why at Pepper's that night, Taylor, we staid a bit, 

Ves our doses we took bout as much as would fit.” 
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4 So, come gents, as you're here, now my ale you shall try,” 
While I $tar'd all around, just your sister to spy, ; 

As she open'd the door, with © oh dear, Mister Salt, 

« You can ne'er call of us, and with you I find fault; 1 

« Only once at your father's have I ever been, 

« And *twas late in the night or you else I had seen, 

« Our time now is scarce, then Mister Hall grave did say, 

4 Of the time never speak, or how long you will stay, I 
For the days are not short, you'll ne'er hurry: away, 

«© Now here's all our good healths, why what think you of this?“ 
When stalk glaſses and pitcher in came with Mistreſs; 

As one drank THE KING, t'other cried, © what good ale, 
Here's somebody my lad, for me none of your pale, 

This like amber looks bright, „ai its strong and its sound,“ 
So I tipp'd off my glaſs, then the toast it went round, 
Cups and saucers were ushered, the tackle all shin'd, | 
With the gunpowder tea, and the sugar refin'd, | 
While full plates were quick handed by virgins so kind, 

Then we ale took of Master, with pleasure we drank, 

Eat and sipp'd too with Mistrefs,. and each gave a thank, 

Scarce the fairs of the nation, could we well discuſs, 

When I made a great stew, and a din, and a fuſs, 

That our court must be mov'd, when shrewd said Mister Hall, 

« Friend Taylor your toast first szp—p55ing we call, 

c Captain Heathcote went round, so would seventy times seven, 

« Now I'll give but one more, with you all to be even, | 
« Consider now friends, what it wants of cleven; _ 

Then he gave a side laugh, with © why dont you still sit, 

«© As friends to our country, gentlemen here is Pitt,” 

Soon this too was smack'd off, then we rose to adjourn, 

And I wish'd to have staid from that night to the morn, 

« At Walcot,”* cried I,“ you have company there, 

« Who'll expect us fore seven, the time now draws near, 

« And our words we shall forfeit, I very much fear;*' ſ 
Said the dame at the feast, come, this is but a call, 


Yes, depend on't I will, as my name's Saltonstall, 
1 


1 
© Aj there's father and mother, 
: « And sister and brother, 
Says Hardy, © at Ingoldsby feast, 
« Will us both regale, 
« With the best of good ale, 
« And 1˙/ tell you what its no jest.“ 


« When I was a lad, 
« Father call'd me too bad, 
i For at Watton I staid half the week; 
« And come {'// tell you what, 
« Why a nice dance I got, 
« For my partner I ne'er had to seek.“ 


e She was then a nice laſs, 
« Here's her health let it paſs, 
ce Tf you'd seen how we kept up the row; 
© She's not yet in her tomb, 
«© Tho' has lost her full bloom, 
And's an old maid at Coddington now.” 


© At brother Hall's you was gay, 
«© When you gallop'd away, 

c But not like the man I once knew; 
«© Who a fence thut to clear, 
« Stunt the horse turn'd when near, 


*© And over the hedge the chap flew.” 


'Thus jovial, thus merry, this evening was spent, 
When nine corns and the pitcher did dulneſs prevent, 


With good things of this life, which made each man content, J 


* 
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Each repair'd to his room, and he soon was undreſs'd, 
When the maid peeping in found him snug in his nest; 
She a curtsey low dropp'd, then set water in glaſs, 
And cry'd, „ sir, I'd forgot it, —<© ne er mind it my laſs, 
Reply'd he in return, and fell quick in a doze, 
When his dreams till he woke did him much discompose. 
As confusion and uproar aſail d him that e 5 | 
While enemies darted, Lb 
From troubles he started, 
Perspiring he wak*d in horror and fright. 
Recollections took place, he determin'd for home, 
With an head-ach so bad he no further would roam, 
Then his pate bath'd from pitcher, and once more did drop, 
And till time to arise slept as sound as a top; 


Things around look*d so gay, and the morning so clear, ] 
That he wish'd to the sea-side he only was near, 
For this pain, which was trifling, would go he'd no fear. ll 


As adjusting himself he soon heard a fresh Hardy, 

Who to join this campaign, not like him had been tardy, 

But from Newark had rode here, to fall in with George, 

He's a publican now, once a son of the forge. 

A few years ago this fam'd youth was a Broughton, 

But since fix'd and got wed such things has ne'er thought on, 
Then good mistreſs o'er table of tea to one said, | 9 
«« On return you will not call of us I'm afraid, | 8 
« Ma'am I certainly will if my route this way's laid.“ | 
C Now your luggage in pockets our George ke shall take, 

© If the sun should be hot it will cooler you make ;“ 

As he bid all adieu, he cry'd, © if you should call, 

Mind my parcel you leave not with your sister Hall, 

« At your father's I'll trim up, and from thence be gone, 

* This depend on't you may, e'er the clock it strikes one; 
Then in trowsers quite single, as light as a feather, 

O'er the pastures he skipp'd, in defiance of weather, 

Here not losing the time, soon up hill got to gate, 

By the side of much gorse, where he turn'd for a hait, 

With the prospect of country, his eyes thus to feast, 

Which extends to all quarters but that of the east, 
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The objects presented resemble the ocean, 
At such distance straight hills, who draw take the notion, 


His head he well cool'd, when the Withan did reach, 
Which abated the pain, as he kept on the stretch, 
Admiring at Belton how well mow'd the green, | 
Where the landscape presents woods and waters between, 
With its mansion so stately, most pleasant this scene; 
How grandly such trees range, in prospects ne er ending, 
O'er verdure so charming, to Bellmount extending, 


Where Lord Brownlow is kind, to the poor his aid lending; 


The boughs here extend, like the leaves of the aloe, 
In each vista low as the wings of a swallow; 


On days hot and sultry, on paths that meander, 


Bright Sol's face is veil'd, that each fair one may wander; 


Thro' groves thickly shaded, where arbours are lin'd 
With woodbines, with jeſs'mines, and ivy entwin'd, 
The park soon he came to, where bucks and where does, 
In great lots croſs the road, as the paſsenger goes ; 

Such large branching horns, 

Which the buck's head adorns, 

In those tracks causes many to riot, 
” As bold fiehting cacks, 
For blows and for knocks, 
Face to face which can never meet quiet; 


Here the rogues bow their heads, as they rattle each scull, 


Just by way of salute, as you've oft seen John Bull, 
When he finds on the continent projects are null, 
Here Syston's great park like a peak it appears, 
While its hall above many its head it uprears. 

Sir John Thorold whenever he croſses this ground, 
With his own. naked eye can survey all around, 

And view well each shire, each hill, and each town, 
On the left for enclosures of Londonthorp past, 
Climbing o'er a few rails he the track found at last, 
A host of gypsies on travel, as croſsing he spy'd, 
On the high dyke by guide-post for Welby, he cry'd, 


1 


| 
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„ How are you, good people, „ how are you,” said they, 
What you're moving your tents, here's a very fine day.“ 
As the tribes hobbled on, each made a loud gabble, 

But they all might be hang'd, ere he car'd for such rabble. 
A few more gates got thro”, to barn did draw near, 
Where a man was found murther'd, twas only last year; 

| He had not proceeded but half a mile nigher, 

N But what should he see but fam'd Ropsley's great spire, 
Here the parson had start or he'd come up with him, 

As the bells did ring out he exerted each limb; 
Scarce this town. was gone thro* when a chap was o'ertock, 
Jogging on to this feast, but on him did ne'er look, 
At both Umby's, thro' closes, he sprung fore this man, 
Then each chatter'd away as old Salt on he ran; 
All his gates he set open, they soon were in town, 
When George Hardy d lost if they'd laid but a crown, 
Before horses and men he came in half an hour, 
Where he found the good mother brisk selling of flour, 
Lord bleſs me,” says she, now. you've not come afoot, - 
« Ay its nought of a walk, why I took a short cut; 
« Well just open that door, and go in to my master, i 
„Only think George and they cou'd not ride any faster. 
„Mister Hardy, l1:ow are you? ** then quickly said he, ? 


n 


Ay you're somewhat like now to come here to see me, 

« 'Try if this bread and cheese and that ale will agree.“ 
Soon howe'er he stood up, and at pictures did look, 

Of twelve subjects extracted from Pamela's book: 

Says the gent, “mind the face of old Jewks there in bed, 
„When her master sat there in the clothes of the maid, 5 
«« Peeping sly thro* an happon Miſs was not afraid; 

* Besides there's another of my great lady Davers, 

« O yes there's her fist, from such devils pray save us.“ 

When the bucks they arriv'd, © why your parcel I've laid 

« By mistake at my sister's, George Hardy he said; 

« Soon I'll send for it here, why we can but once dine, 

«© So this house shall be your's, for to day it is mine; 

C Now I'll tell you what, faather, this ale's the right sort, 
« So huzza my brave lads, why æve'em got into port.“ 
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The room was soon filled, and the table well spread, 
When each kindly partook, and some merry things said, 
For good Mistreſs when she helped Castle laughed much, 
Bout a lady he knew, but his bashfulneſs such, 
Or the whole would discover, “let's have it, said he, 
« OT want to see her, if she wants to see me; 
« Let's have it, let's have, oh dear Mistreis Hardy, 
Cries Barnes, come from Grantham, “is Castle got tardy, 
« Ay Barnes you're a buck, you love a good chace, 1 
«© You're a sportsman who never can shrink at a race, | 
« Tf my courage with your's could but keep equal pace, j 
Cries Mistreſs to Castle, © now talk to Miſs 
«« Full boldly as that, lack a day dont you forfeit ; 
« Good feth, when at church, she but gave him a look, 
« And soon found that her name was not down in his book, 
« Nay, his blushes might tell he was put to a stand, 
« For she view'd but his face and he held up his hand.“ 
« Yes I held up my hand, yes I cover'd my face, 
« Why I'm always a colour, I am no spade ace; 
Yet the laugh went against him, Now I'll tell you what, 
«« Tis yoicks to her my lad, I wish my braſs you'd got, ll 
I'd certainly ask her soon, will you or not? e ſ 
«© Consent to be mine, that's consent to fast vie it, | 


« When a swain brisk I was, I'II tell you, odd die it, 

« Ha hah hah, my brave boys, I ne'er let em cry it, 

4 When I see her next time, she shall not trip away, 
Quoth Castle, “ depend on't, now mind what I say, 
As the cloth was removing, George Hardy did cry, 

« Barnes 1˙! now tell. you what, you can never deny, 

© That when coursing or hunting the hare or the stag, 

* You're too cunning for either to give you the bag; 

* And your neighbour here with you's a rare jolly buck, 
«© Come here goes, both your healths, and I wish you good luck.“ 
«© Ai George I believe so, *twould be a bad omen, 

<© Qur game to let slip, or a pretty young woman,” 


EDS 
* *Zounds if you'd been there, 
«© When we throw'd off last year, 
% Why the great Meynel's hunt it beat far, 
«« For such rare sport we found, 
« All thro' Rutland's nice ground, 
% For myself —— I came in like a star. 


Then George each titled don, 
„ They would bet five to one, 
«© That my fiery steed would ne'er flag, 
« Till he made 4 faux pas, 
“ Such an one you ne'er saw, 


© By a fam'd coup de grand did my nag.” 


In the time all this paſsed, down stairs dropp'd a beau, 
As a feather trimm'd light, scarce old Salt they did know, 
By fine flour and razor produced in this place, 

With his legs freshly deck'd out, as if for a race, 

When a handkerchief full his long crane-neck did grace, 
With adieu, gentlemen, come I'm off in the town, 

Just to see a rare fellow, a buck of renown, 

Down the street he soon tripp'd it, a part of a mile, 
And a worse place he brush'd past, than ditch or a stile, 
Twas a rail-end fixt deep near the entry of yard, 
From cattle to keep, and the pathway to guard, 

For a nuisance this is to a speedy young laſs, 

When she takes to her heels, this she never can paſs, 

To escape a rude swain, overcome by a glaſs. 

He soon found his way, Mister Hall shak'd his fist, 

As a low bow Salt made, then the ladies he ———, 
No, no, he sat down, and did cause no such rout, 

For the bells chimed in, as the plates rattled out. 


The graces this hearing, for church mov'd a peg, 
When one lady he ey'd from the waist to the leg, 
Mister Hall in his sleeve laugh'd at sight of this gleg, 


D 


; 


—ü—U—ä—ä3— — 11 1 
1 1 


( 


j With a shake of the nob, said, © my friend, now here goes, | 


« As you all are for church, in this spot I'll compose, 
1 If our guests should chance call, I am but in a dose. 
All hustled together, each lad too did sally, 
As they hurried along to old Hardy's to rally, 
To muster the swains, the good singers to hear, 
Who fresh music had got since the very last year, 
Here the psalm it resounded, it melted the hearts, 
Striking off in rare strains, as it run in fob | parts, 
Tate and Brady were honoured with instruments rare, 
Well attended by artists, and ey so fair, 
In galleries sitting, as church it did fill, 
Scarce a glimpse any took, all fixed were still. 
Young Castle at length, said,“ yon pew in the centre 
« Contains Salt the fair one, your eyes do not venture; 
How tempting she look'd in her nice hat and plume, 
[ Those who saw but the ruby would dream of perfume; 
In a seat next adjoining, a group of the graces, 
[| Sat guarded by fans, or by veils o'er their faces, 
=} Appearing sedate, but bright eyes they will wander 
| From corner to corner in pleasing meander; 
1 | Mister Barnes that the Minister better might ken, 
. Left Hall's seat for the clerk that he might say amen; 
|| The service near finish'd, it ended with singing, 
*Fore and aft it resounded, as in the beginning; - 
| A Folkingham gent o'er the pew gave his hand, 
; Shak'd his head, looking grave, said * the baſs it is grand ;” | 
| | «© Dont you mind Mister Cropley, as one drops his lays, ö ö 
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« That how earnest he sings, and as earnest he plays, 
« Why you've heard of a man who at once looks two ways.“ 
Then a fresh nod he gave, and he whisper'd with glee, | 
| % Ay, *tis all very true, yes with you I agree, | }j 
| f Mister Taylor's you get to, pray come to see me.“ 
| Belles and Beaux here united all up the street went, 
Their quarters to reach to, their footsteps were bent, 
Getting seated in cireles two rooms fitting out, TE 
% Come,” said Hall, * let us know what you're Wudisg about,” | 


CL =} 

In reply cry'd a gent, © why of Castle we're talking, 
«© We have seen his new flame with his rival a walking,” 
« Come,” said Salt, cc my lad Castle, ne'er mind all this fuſs 
c For I know for a smart laſs you are one of us, | | 
c And this night shall not paſs till you give her a 
« As to that I can't tell, as to that I can't say, 
« Now if you would go with me, its likely I may,” 
cc 3 she's charming indeed, and how brilliant's her eye, 

© I'll not scruple myself, and however T'll try; 
«© Tho' a Batchelor not, yet this evening I'll | 
% That I never will sleep till to her I've been near, } 
« And a gentle salute I will give her no fear; * 
«© The devil you will, odd die you're a buck, } 


«© Ha hah hah, tis well said, why I wish you much luck, 
cc And ll tell you what, brother, this Salt is a chuck; 
«« For her sweetheart's by her, and he will resent it, 
« My lad mind your eye-peeps you do not repent it.“ 
C You've our clergyman heard, let this drop for a time, 
« O sir I must tell you, that he's very sublime, 
Not a word reads he ill, and his language is good, 
« Sticking close to his text, to be well understood. | 
« Yes,” says Hall, “ this is true, and six times he will preach, 
„That's according as churches they lay in his reach, 
c But a parson I knew once, that far him would win, 
c Who did milk night and morn, and still was time within, j 
c To perform all his duty, to him nought akin, 
« And a person we knew who a dozen would beat, 
c Who kept rocky six days till he fell from his seat; 
«© When his Sunday was over he'd sleep like a top, 
cc And on Monday once more he'd return to his shop; 
c But now while we are talking and jesting I think, 
« This ale must be bad, why here's nobody Il drink; 
c Mister Barnes here's your health, and our guests all around, 
« Come, this stingo looks good, you're afraid its not sound. 
« Gentlemen, cry'd his dame, © here who will agree, 
“ Just to step up this way, and within take some tea; 
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« Mister Barnes you was hot I'm afraid in our pew,” 
* Madam not so at first, when it fill'd warm I grew, 
* So I left my old place then to try one that's new; 
Said his friend, «© we must off Barnes, or late it will get,” 
« Ay, we'ell just take one glaſs, I'll go when you think fit.“ 
Now as all this was paſsing, some slided away, 
And before they return'd found old Harry to pay. 
The ale Salt affected, his head soon aſsail'd, 
And to Hardy's he sprung, tho' alas not prevail'd, 
For this Castle to join him, the fair to go see, 

So away he went solus in mirth and high glee, 
Lest droop should his spirits, he made a great shout, 
With the latch in his hand, to the master bawl'd out, 


« Is Hardy here, he's lost I fear, 
„ Nay gone up town I think; | 
«« Good night,” did roar, as shut the door, 
« Of ale just take a drink.“ | 


From Hall did sound, *fore lost the ground, 
« Yes, sir, your ale I'll try; 
4 O dear this man, where is he ran, 


Him out I'll quickly spy.“ 


«« Nay, sir, pray sit, till you think fit,“ 
All soon a confab made; 

Now if they'd toſs'd, they'd all have lost, 
Or twenty pounds have laid, | 


Then this fellow arose, and too said, “ go I must, 

« But at Hall's, on the morrow, I hope and I trust 
„That we shall a dance get, Miſs what's your objection, 
* My partner to be, and come under protection?“ 

% Not at all,” said this lady, Salt took her by hand, 
And he knew at this time, nothing could be more grand; 
« So kind, ma'am, I take it, a salute you'll excuse, 

She politely receiv'd it, and did not refuse; 
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The father laugh'd much, and her beau wish'd him gone, 
When young mifs and the mother were next thought upon, 
Then he went round the ladies, lest he should offend, 
For no person such rudeneſs as this could commend, ; 
As to make a beginning and ne'er make an end, — 
A good evening he wish'd them, as companions did wait, 
To meet him to ask what they saw from the gate, 


Triumphant returning from coursing and chasing, 

A whole house gone thro', and fair strangers embracing, j 
A raudom young bangin, deserv'd well a lacing, 

Here © hollow, cried he out, then without more adieu, 

« You're a fine jolly set, come I'll eight one of you;"? 

But no fighting for Salty, no knock me down blows, 7 
No haltings, no stoppings, to Hall straight he goes, 

Thinking better to follow, than leave there his nose, 
So poor Castle was after, and ill he got us'd, 

But this buck would have fought, if the coward had chus'd, | 
But a roar he set up, and as tears fell refus'd ; 1 
Those swains that attended, each out with his tale. 

That the oath it was sav'd, and how Salt did prevail, | 
So the health of the lady was drank for regale; 

Soon Castle came up, and he made them all stare, 

* Bout this sudden attack, and how ill he did fare, 

'To.morrow he'd dreſs him, and make him remember, 

What paſsed between last July and December, 

Ay, to-morrow, says Hall, why you'll help us to shear, 

When each promised aſsistance, tho* no one went near; 

This evening was spent too, both pleasant and gay, | 
Tho' a nothing was sung, each a something would say, | 


And in time for repose belles and beaux went their way, 


Their apartments got too, Mister Hall bid good night, 
With a fear that some guests should be lost at day light, 
He the key turn'd in door, when a small time they laid, 
Came both Hardy and Spreckley, and loudly they said, 
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Some are fasten'd up here, they are all Calamites, 
And are not to he trusted to come out at nights, 
Salt bounc d out of bed, and he craving did shout, 
. Turn the key in th: door, why I want to get out; 
But they heard not a word, for away they were run, 
To steer up the street, and enjoy some more fun, 
But one came to the spot, and the door open set, 
As Salt called amain for a candle to get; 
Thus reliev'd from the dark, his clothes he put on, 
To rove out with them, but the blades were both gone, 
So between friends there present, once more he laid down, 
While loud shoutings did echo all over the town, 
Mister Hall, quite alarmed, was out of bed jumping, 
When old Time was beat on the door by a thumping, 
As the noise it encreased, one plainly loud sung, 
I'm a girl of fifteen, in a hammock I've swung, 
So he gently lay down when he heard Hardy's tongue. 
Their notes lowered not, tho' away off they fled, | 
Into house of a neighbour, all ready for bed, 
The laſses each told, if they did not love kiſsing, 
A friend here was coming, each quickly was miſsing; 
They likewise rehears'd the affair of young Castle, 
How bashful he look'd at the loop and the taſsel, 
And how his misdemeanours he never made up, 
Too Salt made a call after getting a sup: 
Their tale was near finish'd, when shrill one began, 
For to vow and declare that he was a rude man, 


Said the eldest, “ dame Venus, 
„ Well knows he's ne'er seen us, 
, To our aid she will come once a year; 
\ „ As this time we're so stupid, 
« Without her and Cupid, 
10 Some revenge she will teach us no fear.“ 


And scarce a goodnight would bid fore up stairs they ran. 
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Well they fastened each latch, 
And Sung low the new catch, 

The a's running light three times three; - 
Thus they sported along, | 
Flirting: as went the song, 

ce My damsels what want you of me.“ 


f 
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While you buxom young laſses shall dance the black joke, 
« Thus resentment shall quell our disorderly folk; 

. © You virgins strike off, and attention now pay; 2 
As the figure you run, mind the strain from my lip, 


Sang a Venus who join'd them, © old maidens may croak, ] 


«© When the movements are slow, take the air and the trip, 
« Which I'll give you with grace, you will loose if you skip, 
« 'To run hands around and foot it away. 


« Those joys they're expecting I'll quickly enhance, 
cc And Silenus requested will soon stop their dance, j 
c For our vulcan's a friend, where each couple Shall prance ; 

« A fiddle if scraped he's sure to be there; 
« As my partner I'll win him, he romping and rude, | 
c By my eyes will be smitten, on me he'll intrude, | 
« On his second attack I will scream like a prude, 

« You swains thus e will catch him no fear. 


« While the Sun' „ /Parls 80 pig, 
«6 By the lip and the eye was deep pierced by Helen, 
« Mark Anthony Tikewise this error too fell in, 
I caused it then out of Fashion te go; 

A fresh code was drawn up, which found friends vich the nine, 
| « Which met with most wishes, but could not wich mine. 
f « No spectator Pa have, on'a joy that's divine, 

« Where still I continue wh dash on 1 do. | 
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Little Cupid's arriv'd here, I'll give him his leſson, 
c What myrtles, what rose buds, what garlands to dreſs in, 
«© *Mong the cyclops* and rustics, with ease he shall preſs in, 
« For I'm every limb queen of frolic I vow, 
«© We shall all lose our purpose should he luckleſs trifle, 
cc To run wild amongst us, with kiſses to stifle, bs 
«© Our blushes to raise, and our head dreſs to rifle; 

© Or none can give him spleen or chalic I know. 
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Said she too, © for a charm, 
6 That's productive of harm, 
© Some will fasten a latch with a wedge; 
4 Now if you wish this spell, 
« With force to act well, 
«© Come your catch change to three in a hedge.” 


Of this party triune, 
Each set off a fresh tune, | 
While Cupid to Venus low chatted; 
As he whisper'd, she frown'd, 
Once she stamp'd on the ground, 
Yet her hands on his bosom she patted, 


Dre 


«© Mother what you rehearse, 
© Tho' I dare not reverse, 
e Neither Jove, and there is none before him; 
« Yet depend on't each friend, 
« Will that night their aid lend, 
« Bacchus, Mars, and Apollo adore him.“ 


In the deep caves the brawny Cyclops sweat, 
«« When with huge strokes the stubborn wedge they beat, : 
&« And all th' unshapen thunderbolt compleat; 
« Alternately their hammers rise and fall; 
4% While griping tongues turn round the glowing ball. 
« With puffing bellows some the flames increase, 
* And some in water dip the hiſsing maſs; 
16 Their beaten anvils dreadfully resound, 
&« And Etna shakes all o'er and thunders under ground. 
Addison: Virgil, fourth Georgic. - 
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cc And tho' each country belle; 
« Should display her charms well, 
% Our graces their blooms shall outvie, 
« And if he should regale, 
c Till *tis midnight, with ale, 
* At his elbow I'll always keep nigh, 
« Should he offer careſses, 
« Hang round you for kiſses, 
In your place a young daphne F'll fix, 
« Where in paſsage he'll follow, 
«© While bucks loudly hollow, 
Full proof he'lt remain to your tricks“ 
c Luckleſs there should he smack, 
c Loud the window shall crack, 
gBy the time that the clocks will strike one; 
« He will learn each report, 
« And too shew them rare sport, 
6 Like a fox, if they chase him—he's gone. 
« Now at Hall's he's composing, surrounded by friends, 
« For commands to obey there good Morpheus attends ; 
« As o'er Caſtles he soars like the fluttering kite, 


By Diana he's chang'd to a beaver or mite, | 
Till from visions he*ll start and dreſs three times in fright.” 


* 
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This enchantment thus ended, and clos'd was the scene, 
When they both quick ascended, 'the night was serene, 


Each paſsed the comet, still flaming the tail is, 
Which Aurora scarce veil'd, to which add Borealis. 


Salt awoke from his sleep, much frighted by dreaming, 
Got dreſs'd and in garden by light of day gleaming, 5 
He the fresh air inhal'd, took of water a draught, 

Then he once more laid down, as Castle he laugh'd, 

T'other friend was disordered, one said, are you ill? 

. To him low he spoke, O wish to lay still; 

A general composure again was the go, 

When this man much distutbed did toſs to and fro, 

Two hours more past and he could no more rest, 

So he stepp'd to the window and once more got drefs'd, 
| E 
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Here those h ree times is out, then young Castle he said, 
Why I hope you'll no more think of coming to bed, 
Tho' now joking apart, come you'll stay till I'm up, 
| | | And do reach me some water, I'Il just take a sup, 
| | | Then cry'd Salt I'll off home, some mischief here's hatching, 
g i This night thro' I've dream'd folks were always me catching ; 
| If you leave us, cry'd he, depend on't you'll fall, 
| 


Into quarters much worse than we have here with Hall, 
Come, at Hardy's this morning supposing we call. 


| Just to set some to rights, got disorder'd and pale, 
| | A tumbler Miſs drew of rare high-colour'd ale ; 
3 So to Hardy's they steer'd, where both met the young buck, 
| Who to Castle was rude, © Now how are you my chuck ? þ 
« I think in some horsepond thy head I must duck.” 
Mister Hardy he call'd out, at sight of those two, | 
„ Why our Spreckley and George when got home made à do, | 
«© But our neighbour does know, if it be all but true; 
Who last night slept here, when they got in, she said, 
| « How that Spreckley was lost, and could not find his bed.“ 
* 6 Come along, come along, don't you mind my ester, 
ö «© Our tea will get cool if we drink it no faster; 
« Lack-a-day, sit you down, and some breakfast get e, 
% You'll be ready again at my son's never fear.“ 


6 | Soon Hall's table each join'd, as if nothing had took, 
3 As in bung-hole of cag for some ale he did look; 
| «© This is not a right one, who'll find me the other, 
Said mistreſs, © with you we have always this pother, 
% Don't you think it to-day, that our men will sheer long, 
& Ay,” says he, „ but this morning they must or we're Wrong.“ 
« Well, oh dear Mister Salt, how me you did fright, 
„% When your door I unlock'd, as you call'd out last night, 
« With your colour'd silk handkerchief over your head, 
« There you stood like a ghost, but away I soon fled; } 
It was well you consider'd to go to your bed, 
« For if you'd decamp'd, or with brother George gone, 
No lodging you'd got to, I'd laid ten to one. 
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Fach partook, as before, a foundation to lay, 

That the end some might reach of this ale-drinking day; 
Young Hall them first summons'd, as each sat compos'd, 

Just to try some fresh air, and a walk thus propos'd. 

How merry you'll be if your muscles are risible, 

« ur schoolmaster knows what's motion invisible; 

% Well vers'd how Don Quixote and Pancha they crack 'd, 

« Bout a castle so huge which those monsters attackd ; 

7% Hocus Pocus, depend on't, is nothing to this, 

Nor lanthorn that's magic, what think you now, Miſs?“ 
«© As to me, sir, O dear, why, what did you say? 

« You'll excuse me this morning, I can't go that way.” 

«c Folks on rollers, I say, Miſs, are moving a mill, 

And its progreſs so tedious some judge it stands still, 

« Gents too close we'll not preſs, least a' movement is made, 
* Irregular call'd, or perhaps retrograde.” + 
Then the swains each set out, as they prattled along, 

Till the pastures they gain'd, and got mix'd with the throng ; 
Much opinion was vented, great wit exercis'd, 

Bout a plank which shrunk in, and the workmen surpriz'd; 
« Avast,”* they loud shouted, * the mill it will fall,“ 

When the bucks, as they ran, on each other did call, | 
Explaining their terms to,—* it will kill us all ;”? 

And much better for us had we lain in our beds, 

Than to bring an old house, nay a mill on our heads. 

But a joiner heroic, a young hearty dog, 

Remembering the fable of Jove and the Log, 

Out of danger pronounc'd it, as bold as—the Frog. 

Then the other returned, to hold there a bench | 
Of just——, and swore that they never would flinch ; 
For the timbers. had not given way half an inch. 


. Tho” this mill the blades drove not, yet soon did a shower, 
Who for cover return'd, as the rain it did pour; | 
For stalk glaſses of ale quick to take and deyour, 

Had Apollo but join'd them with his lyre or Jute, 

Here he'd found his staunch friends with each lip to a flute; 
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In three youths from a Witham, the first day who came, 
Namely Spreckley and Hall, too a schoolmaster lame ; 
With a joiner who met them, his home was at Marston, 
One who fled from this mill, and then sung brisk the farce on, 
« homes whome, whome's whome, be it never so whomely, 
While the fright, rain, and song made him blooming and comely. 


Then brave Hardy of Newark, with namesake came in, 


From the reaping, and said, *twas a shame and a sin; 

But the shearers this feast had deserted throughout, 

Into liquor had got, and would join in some rout; 

« Odd die it, says George, © but now 1˙- tell you what, 

« Master Spreckley, pray how was this h:ghwayman got? 
« Nay on cousin from Newark, come let us first call, 

« When the glaſs is gone round then, we'll have it,”* says Hall. 
At large table, near window, the guests all did sit, 
Retir'd from the maidens, yet Miſs oft thought fit, 

As she paſs'd, to look into the pitcher, or shake it, 

'To replenish in cellar when empty to take it; 

As the blades they kept drinking, Miſs likewise was willing, 
When she went to and fro, to keep shaking and filling. 

Hardy once cry'd up Vulcan, as good as e'er born, 

But he now took his glaſs with Sir John Barleycorn. 


From races of Stamford returning one nigh 


This toast past, cry'd Spreckley, as Palmer and I | } 
With tears us accosted, nay did heavily cry, 


If you did for - sake, friends, return back again, 

A reward you will have if those rascals are ta'en. 

Palmer chang'd steeds with me, and brisk he off flew, 

And those footpads o'ertook, when to them he near drew 

Their pistols each dropp'd, and in thicket one got, 

But, as he quick attack'd them, the other could not; 

At meeting both fell, Palmer him did enfold, 

Keeping off from the ground, he ne'er let go his hold; 

On his back as one lay, both blasting and ripping, 

T'other's throat hard he preſs'd, till his breath was nigh ljplas, 


Here's a villain has robb'd me, did you meet two men, | 
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With clench'd fist in tight neekeloth, —so lost to all grace, 
That he throttled poor Palmer till black in the face; 

Lucky J just came up, and did him extricate, 

A few minutes, if longer, they had been too late; 

His hold giving up, soon the thief he secured, 

And for robbing again him the hangman has cured. 

Clerk with Stewart arriving, did at the same time, 

In invectives launch out in a lingo sublime, 

That it cannot, it's pity, be put into rhyme, | 


For with collar in hand, 
One bunch'd the rogue grand, 
O'er the shins, while he bore a rough shaking; 
Crying “ rascal and villain, 
Too good for you's killing, 
«© A man's watch and good money here taking.“ 
Whale the other, affected, had nearly forgot, 
Whether he or companion had took him or not. 


« i tell you what, lads, we'em for faather's to-day, 
« Come along, whose for dinner, for here we mort stay.“ 


Thus Hall's was deserted, save Castle and Salt, 

Who their minds had made up, and determin'd to halt ; 

Then the kitchen both left, when to them Hall soon came, 
Crying, mind o'er our garden yon man that seems lame; 

« Ay, he's got now infirm, once a builder by trade, 

« How I have often jok'd him when he was a blade, ö 
© For once when a youth a mistake sore he made; 


« Getting to a wrong house, when in bustle and stew, 
FC Zounds the husband came home, and what could this man do? ! 


« Now the Folkingham people will tell you its true ; 

© Why—with clothes in one hand, he the other did ram, 

« Right thro* a mud wall, and then out soon did cram, 

« What's a man but his trade, which he works at his fist in, 
He'll know where the strength of a house does consist Ms =. 
And will find the weak part,—what then did he care, 

« He was in no man's house, but some folks he made stare; 
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« For a taylor lad spy'd it, and from father's did steal, 
<< Thro' the slot of a window, and to neighbours did squeal, 
« Come along, come along, with a boyish shrill voice, 
« Hollow, lads and lafses, here's columbine's choice. 
« Now I always did say, that this joke was a good one, 
« But the man at that time understand was a blood one.“ 
« Such nonsense, cry'd mistreſs, who then paſsed through, 
« You can talk, and can rattle, and make a rare do, 
« And your old fustian frock all this day you will wear, 
« Cause you know its our feast, and comes but once a year.“ 
« The feast, why my laſsy we have nothing to eat, 
« Well you'll see when its ready I'll find you some meat.“ 
« But it's shearing time now, to our corn I must go, 
« Tho' I'll stay in the house mayhap one hour or so; | 
« Should a few friends come in, why them I'm glad to see, 


% And they all shall be welcome, as welcome—as me.”? 


But soon dinner came in, when a dozen sat down, 

To provisions enough for the side of a town; 

Here in elegance rang'd, was each dish in its place, 

Which was form'd on a table, this other to grace; 

With sweets in the centre, on pyramids fixt in, 

Topp'd the whole did the cream, those dainties to mix in, | 
With stout ale all such nicknacks in stomach play tricks in. 
To both master and mistreſs the guests all the while, 

Did regale them like nabobs, with things thus in stile; 

Where was Miſs at each elbow, with maidens intent, 

For their plate to remove, and all trouble prevent. 

A period arriving, says Hall to a friend, 

« Just that apricot pie, Salt, to you I'd commend,”? 

So he in return fill'd a plate for Hall soon, 

The fruit slightly ting'd by some cream on the spoon ; 

This reminds one of eggs, says he, “ got in decay, 

« Hah ha hah, I dont mind you, care I what you say, | | 
c Notwithstanding your jokes see I can eat away; 

« And if it had force, but you find tis in vain, 

c J can out and return, can cut and come again, j 
« Where so much choice there is, can exceptions be ta'en. 


1 

The deſsert got near to, around went each toast, . 
With a three times three chears to, of England's great boast, ſ 
Admirals huge i in the rear to, who ruled the roast, 

As the house like a bee-hive it fill'd; 
Then our daddy he sprung in, and brought all his train, | 
While each laugh'd and he sung in a rare merry vein, | 
As in town the bells rung in, again and again, 

Thus old time once alive was soon kill'd. 


Handed Juno and Pallas to see Mistreſs Hall, 
With a group of the graces, rare goddeſses all, 

The blithe friends of the nine all adore em; 
Barnes's brother heroic and martial drew near, 
With a jovial plump fellow, as any one there, 

A musician with instrument too he drew near, 

A Mars, Bacchus, -Appollo virorum, 


A taper young stripling, who Adonis we'll call, | 


«© Oh Bacchus you drink gent, come I' teil yen nat, 
« Brother Mars, here's my hand, why you nothing: wat) 
« Come Apollo strike up all you know, or what not, 

« For a dance we must get with these folk; 
«'O sister what's your mind? O yes to be sure; 
What say you Silenus ?''— It I can't endure,” 
Then TI now tell you what, all our dullneſs will cure, 

« Come odd die it we'll have the black joke.“ 


Says Bacchus, “ tis shrinking, and "twill be a folly, 
1 But here's one I'll speak to, what say you my dolly?“ 

O no, no, no, no, and I pray you dont swig it;“ 
Both hands clapp'd his body, once weigh'd fourteen stone, 
Bout nothing and five feet then broad as was long, 
Little legs kept in motion, he loves number one, 

With a © hah hah hah ha, but at Holmes's we'll jig it. 


«© No tuning for me, I'm too blith and too jolly,” þ 
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c Ay this tele atrile is something, with us it is scarce, 


cc Well, here goes, King and Country, said then jolly 5 


cc To say Daffy's we take none, -d it's a farce, 
« Our ancestors thus we do follow ;** 


cc With, „ who strikes up this song,“ then the catgut did sound, 


Strait the toast one quick honour'd, and twice it went round, 0 


Loud the choruſses rung, the whole house did rebound, 
When Silenus reminded Apollo. 


The fair circles excluded, Apollo did move, 

As the corps all united to sing of this grove, 

Constructed by grandames now ranged above, 

As near the conclusion it drew; 

Silenus he smil'd, and like wise did his friend, 

As the last state began, too the viol did mend, 

Till the stick, by art magic, slid up to the end, 
Like a gun-shot each door open flew. 


Then in lots sprung the swains, to the graces all gay, 
Tea to take of good Mistreſs, when Juno did say, 
To one here scarce mention'd, a rare one for play, 
« Twenty years since a courting you run, 
cc To a Dunnington Damsel, when I was a ward, 
« At Bickah a young one, none did me regard, 
c Mistreſs Jervis so kind, at length let me be spar'd, 
6 Lauk how well tis it can't be undone.“ 


ec T've got friends with him in five minutes cries Bacchus, 
cc Such punning we've been at, till laughing does rack us, 
cc Bout scholars jocose too, whose satyrs would crack us, 
«© Once at uncle's at Heighington school; 
But a song from a lady was call'd for so shrill, | 
Twas Minerva got hoarse, and afraid *twould her kill, 
Yet from one application she answer'd © I will, 
4 For 'tis better than playing a pool,” 
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He hem,” cries this goddeſs, « T'll try if J can, 

«« But I must tell you, sir, you're a troubles6me man,“ 
While her shield dropp'd on apron, in form of large fan; 
Sparkling eyes and lips trembling kept paces: 

As babbling Echo went off, it affected this beau, 

Who lamented he ever the black joke should know, 

Now its echo with him must be alw ays the go; 
With toſs'd veils to discover fine faces. 


Thus late in the day, as this dance was suspending; 
Lamented by light feet there ready attending, 
Who were struek with the sight of brisk steeds at the gate, 
When Minerva she mounted, while ] uno did wait; 
As the beau much complained, quoth she, “ III return, 
«« Ere the sun beams extinguish, or tapers do burn; 
As all rang'd round the board, some refreshments to get, 
Soon astonish'd all were, in her place she did sit; 
Jovial Bacchus ran on, replenish'd with glee, 
With „ Minerva's come back here, I find to meet me;“ 


« But,” cry'd Juno, «] pray, my good dear, don't you talk, 


« To this table, my friend, did you here nimbly walk, 
«« For to reach this repast, © But I say now I can, 
« And I will, who's afraid, am I any such man? 
Then Silenus requested he'd take off his glaſs, 

No, no, no, quoth Juno, sir, J pray let it paſs, 

«© For he'll do very well: soon Minerva was up, 
And unlucky for her the old beau'd got a sup; 

Quick this goddeſs he clasp'd, and deelar'd he would sip 
The ambrosia and nectar which hung on her lip; 

Tho' in manners most pleasant, she rather inclin'd, 
With grace to receive it, yet thought it unkind; 

Now as Bacchus he loll'd on a nice elbow chair, 

And in parlour besides him no person was there ; 


Cry'd © my ward, sir, my ward, sir, what are you but doing? 


«© Psha—aw, psha—aw, 
«© Such an one I ne'er saw, 
4 Why you're married mens s lips are always a going; 
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„ 
ce Here the fashion you break thro*, young ladies you take 
_ « By hasty surprises, no preambles you make; 
« Sir, her guardian I am, yet he shaked his fist, 
With, „ could nt have thought that my cousin you'd . 


« My own cause I can plead,” said Minerva, * depend on't, 
« To finish this scene, Bacchus hear now the end on't.“' 


« Magic spells are in vain, babbling Echo did play, 1 
« When his heart she did reach, could J then say him nay, 
6 Freely do I forgive him, yet—hear what I say; j 
« Hence—the frolic is baffled of Venus: 
« For Minerva who tastes on is proof to her wiles, 
0 'Tho? her plans are well form'd, none but Daphne beguiles, | 
« Here a Mercury's wings I place on him with smiles ; 
« Safe and sound ke'll return to Silenus.** | 


« Strait our court must be mov'd, we'll our vengeance revoke, 
« While our names we'll resume, and the charm is thus broke.“ 


Disunited each party, and sets thus up broke, 
Shin'd no more in their zenith as at the black joke; 
Mister Barnes and a friend then together out set, 
For a dancing at Holmes's the blacksmith to get. 
Twinkling lights first discover'd, the smart rural blades, 
Fixed there in snug lots, as in Harlequin's shades, 
From this scene Salt soon sprung, with much liquor in head, 
And said he to himself, “I'm this night for no bed; 
« What a fine show of damsels, —my lad, - who's afraid; 
With apologies— none, quick he seiz'd a fair's hand, 
And her eyes sparkling rays soon his heart did command, } 
Who agreed for once down, and so far this was grand; 
All elate he bounc'd out, just to bring in his friend, 
Who the same flames here caught, and to her did attend; 
« Ha ha hah, droll this is, -but—come Barnes—T resign, 
4 To your care, for this dance, I'll my partner consign ; ”” 
« You certainly will, I must there beg your pardon, 
« For such dancers as you, sir, I'd not give a farthing; 
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« At your disposal I'm not, if you stand your own ground, ] | 


Here I'll warrant a lady for him will be found, ſ 


« To his mind one he'll get fore he's gone half the round.“ 
In two rooms they began, as between each one sat, 
That in alt run his notes, and who seldom was flat; 
This nymph Salt lost soon; her first beau being ready, 
With a second he hobbled, too her swain she had steady; 
*Fore this daphne was left he just erav'd one salute, 
When a faint shriek she gave which her youth did not suit, 
Into paſsage each scuffled, his lips were not mute, 
Adieu to all sighing and sorrow; 
Some bucks quickly whisper'd they took it amiſs, 
For any but they those young damsels to kiſs, | 
And one clench'd hard his hand, and said, I'Il give him this,“ 4 
But to-night will it be or to-morrow ; 
Aside tho' they meant it, Barnes cry'd out in state, 
Who insults you, my lad, here's a rap on his pate.“ 
In the time this elapsed came in Weazelby, 
Here his united party all danced with glee, ; 


Save a swain thin and taper, seem'd weak in the knee, | 
Had their court mov'd from Hall's, and who Salt was intent on, 


In attending his fair to festoon up her net, 

When the graces all play'd in the face of Miſs Hett, 
Not till midnight returning once more to reach Lenton. 

Soon to master Salt went, and aloud he did sing, 

The first to his seconds of © God save the King!“ 

Britannia descending, with cherubic face, 


To her aid Holmes came down with his thorough good baſs, 


Tho? warm were the rooms, Boyden could not much ak | 


Young Hall, and his friends, fond of fiddle and flute, 
When a buxom Diana to one was not mute, 
With complaisance she gave him her hand: 
This dance being got over, the swains were intent | 


On the graſs plat, star gazing, cool zephyrs did suit, | 


Another female to find him, on mischief thus bent, 


Bat such extra attention their purpose did vent, 
As all busy around him did stand; 
Th - 
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Then a nod Barnes him gave, and a kind steady youth, 
Safe at Hardy's saw each, then—to one told the truth, 


As by street they return'd, mother Venus's son, 
With his vestments all chang'd, bid him take to a run. 


Strait gleams of light, 
Did dart that night, 
Around this friendly boy : 
Salt in amaze, 
Cry'd,—*© Oh what blaze! 

Here's Jenny Wisp's decoy. 

« Ai, —us they'll greet, 
Just view their feet, 

« Which sparkle as they're tripping : 
cc See, —fairies Swarm, | 
« F'en ask—a charm, 

« You'll have it after—sipping.” 
When Cupid smil'd, | 
Around some fil'd, | 

As one on brink of cup; 

Low said, —“ Me ——, 
«© Tho' hear you this; 

He smack'd—when took a sup. 

« "Twas by wings you arose, when from steps you fell flat, 


« Now to Hall's are you hast'ning to drop em, mind Wat, 
« E'er you slide, think of me, round this skim like a bat;“ 
"Twas the cup, —one dash'd out, —when he'd drunk. 

As the spheres quickly sounded, their frolics commenc'd, 
But such gambols they varied, appearing incens'd, | 
In a rocket each sprung, —whirling round, —in pretence, 
Till like wild geese they form'd, —and down sunk. 
dome Lilliputians loud did ring, 
For one of note their feats to sing, 
All hands were held up thick: 
A limb strait of this fairy fry, 
Said he'd a blus?' ring Boreas try, 
In strains both slow and quick. 


* 1 
% As storms arise, | 
* « We mount those skies, 
4 By monsters dire are seated: 
Each whirling sphere, 
« We tune —by ear, | 
4 Till all the band's completed.“ 
«© But on cup edge or kit, 
« We change hands and then flit, 
And in rockets all soar at the neaps: 
«« At spring tides when such fail, 
« We in windmills regale, 
«« Or ships steering their course from the deeps. 


As Cupid spoke in all his might, 
A brimmer soon was brought in sight, 
Hands round this edge, cry'd he, © to night, 
| « Behold I grasp it staunch : ?? 
A microscopic view one took, 
As o'er this surface bid to look, 
It chang'd like map of little book, 
As was display'd the branch. 
A dot small as pin-head presented a wherry, 
A spark wav'd the olive, and over did ferry, 
But few men could he find in one city: 
To and fro, here and there, to the Rhyne most were gone, 
The poor females careſs'd him, being twenty to one, 
In his ears singing all the same ditty. 


5 Agree it, —relieve us,—then your Strathmores send after," 
Thus finish*d the scene, but not peals of loud laughter. 
Those good hints Salt took, off to Hall's he went singing, 
Each first smack'd the table, while glaſses were ringing. 


Soon a chorus all struck up, but first a tip took, 
When Mistreſs she bid him on t'other side look, 
Where her and a swain, with young lady, were sitting 
Refreshing themselves, and a snack were à getting; 

- Imprudent he sallied, and once more did run, 
Those brave dancers to view, and enjoy some more fun. 


| 
| 
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All cry'd, you'll come in, of rare sport you've the nack, 
As the window he lean'd on, one pane it did crack, | 


And the clock it struck one, so away he did smack, 
Round a white house he flew to the church : 


But he gave 'em the bag, and they could not him trace, 
Tho? like fox-hounds they howled, none e'er saw his face, 
He the Corby bucks left in the lurch. | 8 


Many cowards to one, each set off in the chase, 5 N 


Elate with the frolic, soon to bed he did creep, 
Till young Hall slid the curtains, and found him asleep, 
Come, my lad, here's our friends, a screen table sits round,“ 
When a noise from strong voices did here quickly sound, 5 
Till the avenues lofty were mide to rebound, 
With © Hark forward, huzza, tally oh!“ 
In three cheers they all join'd, foot td foot as each sat, 
But one place to be fix'd in did not suit old Wat, 
So he drank off his glaſs tho' he was rather flat, 
But young Hall from thence did with him go. 
Then this Witham young buck, with a bottle of rum, 
Said to rights this will set you, your tea put in some ; 
Away then to father's once more he quick flew, 
His rare tatter'd legs to brush up and renew, | 
With “a lad I gave sixpence to trip with a laſs, 
« Mistreſs Holmes too another to buy her some glaſs, 
To her fiddler two more, cause at her house—a rule, 
Mother here's my coat pocket, thus once more—I pool.“ 
« Thy coat, come let's brush it, with splash it is shocking, 
© Dear a me, only think, a large hole in your stocking !“ 


For decamping got ready, once more Hall's did see, 
When his old friend he found all in mirth and high glee; 
Into garden from thence soon the blades did repair, 
Leaving pipes and their flutes of themselves to take care; 
One took just a leap, and the gents did all follow, 


When young Hall, with great springs, did beat every one hollow. 


1 
A snack after getting, Salt took a pint glaſs, 
As a last parting swig, and out from them did paſs : 


” | Yet little he thought at that time he should ride, 


Tho' Taylor was kind a strong tit to provide, 
For home he'd got sooner and faster; 
To walkers it certainly ill does portend, 


Declaring, with spirits, he'd off to sea side, 


When their feet are as able to step to a friend. 
Merry Ingoldby feast, alas, here has its end, 


So adieu to good mistreſs and master. 


Then in clover, half seas over, | f7 
Salt his court thus mov'd, | 
In Lincolnshire, a place most dear, 
From infancy beloy'd. 
All elate, down the lane, soon past Lenton he sprung, 
With the rant of his singing this village it rung, 
Here a female he met, a brave hearty young laſs, 
He would shake her by hand, or she might not him paſs; 
Near entrance of Pickworth, as he made this rout, 
As from Handby-hall coach-road, he kept on the shout, 
When o'er these enclosures it echo'd among, 
A swain therein paſsing, he answer'd this song; 
At the town's end arriving, both happen'd to meet, 
There declaring all laſses they found they would greet, 
Tho' some squeal'd away, yet they did not regard, 
Some they run into houses, and some into yard; 
Soon fam'd Walcot they reach'd, by the house of one Long, 
And in village near home, one short ended his song. 


To Pepper's each got, where the water was hot, 
With „“ your daughter she bid me to say, | 
<« Till a fortnight is gone, you'll not have the sight on, 
« Dont expect her, she'll write you the day.” 


% Nay, good sir, — dear @ me, but you'll stay and take tea, | 
« Ay a cup,''—and away then he flew, 

Where his rout laid next door, as he'd been oft before, 
And to mistreſs he told all he knew, 
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te In the name of good luck where have you been to- day, 
c You're in rare merry modes, why I think you seem gay; 
„ just as master's feet shuffled on mats; 
« Hollow,“ quickly echo'd, “ what are you @ doing, 
With your gun in one hand, look ye here, I am going, 
Come along, — to knock over some rats. 
t While our fowls are there picking, they'll feed with each chicken, 
| « Then squealing will just flit their spot; 
cc Near a tub full of grains, but I'll smash out their brains, 
« If among them I can get a shot.“ | | 
To this tub when they'd gone, they never saw one, 
Says Taylor, © what burrows they've made; 
& It is not since an hour, from all sides they did pout, 
« As in streams from a pleasure cascade.“ 


cc That you're come I am glad, but odd dash it, this ale, 

cc Pat, myself I'm no judge, dont you think it looks pale? 
« No, its not pale at all, now pray did you ever see, 

Says mistreſs, “ this man here in half so much glee; 

« No, I think I ne'er did, yes, once on the stones, 

«© When he fell as he run, I thought he'd broke his bones; 
« That's all drinking's good for, — but I'll shew him a cart, 
« Tn the morn, if J live, and he'll say is is smart; 
Mister Taylor to Herefordshire went for our child, 

« At our gates, when I met him, says I, are you wild? 


« Why you've brought a nice thing, now one may deal in fruit, 


« Was this hutch duty free, plumbs and apples twould suit ; ” 
Cry'd he, * *tis my brother's, he took Beſs to Hitchin, 
cc 'The coach with her went, as he stood in the kitchen. 


«« No—of purl they'd a can, then were dr—awing a plan, 
„ From the minster your Saint Peter's broach ; 
cc But from torret did shout, which loud echo'd about, 
« As the whip crack'd, and off went the coach.“ 


t When on ground at his borough, dispel'd was all sorrow, 
Of some pence, not of timepiece bereft : 

c They took wine and toast, and as brisk set off post, 

Not their heads but loose monkeys they left. 


bal 


c When the organ struck off, as shrill trumpets did squeak, 
66 Till the service we left on account of this freak. 


t« Poor Beſs; bn returnihg, with me did cur Sbriek, 8 ö 


This evening being spent, with refreshment in stile, 
For a candle Salt asked, and off he did file, 
Tho' for keeping it up he was ripe: 
At parting, cries Taylor, *“ we'll just take a turn, 
In the morning,“ said one © and seen Holland of Bourn, 
| „ And with him, my lad, we'll smoke a „ 
« And if at home we find him not, 
© We'll gallop off and see friend Scot,” 


Gentle reader return; as but dwell on aha sheet, 

Now encircling three vestals quite down to their feet; 

Im all points there laid Joose coats to make them complete, | 
Not the A's, but the tongues running glib: 

« Paſsing Lenton this evening, one fore'd me to stop, 


«« Yet perfum'd are my lips with the malt and the hop; 
« Fa——h,” too said another, „ how I wish we could pop, 


« In his face: a rare gunpowder _ 7 


An old hag it brought in, gruff and hoarse she n 
«« Do'st thou say, my good laſsy, thy mouth has a fang, 
| cc Let some hops be kept tight in a nitch: 
« Him the night mare shall preſs till he throws off his clothes, 
« For like Richard and Clive, I will him discompose, 
« On his journey I'll teaze him wherever he goes, 
* dame Venus you'll say is no witch.“ 


The third starting off, in a violent Kararigue, 7 


4 For teln hours in peace shall he daß with no one, 

6“ Yet him I'll detain till his week is near gone; 

6 Till he canters in haste to see all country eousins, 

cc Not content with a few, he would take em by dozens. 

% Many choice dames he'll find, yet in flutters and fears, 

Lest his time should run out, he shall leave them in tears.“ 
G | | 


[ 2 
« The whole nine of Appollo resides with one fag, 7; A 
« Who she shall perplex till he nearly will swear.“ | 
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1 
7 
p 


« Another in power that's vocal most pleasant, 

« To piano forte playing, to cit or to peasant, 

0 Tho! to see this fam'd damsel he'd go many miles, 

« Shall neglect for two hours when over some «tiles; 

« This London dame when he judges, but off a few paces, | } 
« She will be far flown, he'll hear to Lincoln races.“ 


« When it's dark, and too blust'ring for any to call too, 
«© From his steed, near rough roads, this marplot shall fall too.“ 


« In hurry and trouble I'll give him his portion, 
4 He shall wander as sun sets, lost by German ocean; 
On the banks of the sea $hall he roam: 
«© For night harbour when got, chairs and curtains shall rattle, 
. With a buz in his ears, and with screams like a battle, 
| « And at length shall go pennyleſs home. 


In an instant, as things went, young Cupid appearing, 
With Venus took flight, as for Walcot off steering; 
« Mother,” scream'd he, * now hear what I say: 
As on Boreas she call'd, for loud storms that would last, 
For twelve hours, at Manners's hall they quick past; 
Vet his mind he would vent all the way. 


e Tho' tears he sheds many, his friends shall all laugh, 
« While as many a bottle they merrily quaff; 

« His stirrups I'll loosen, as falls down his horse, 

« With a coat I'll provide, he'll be never the worse.“ 


cc Will relieve him by fam'd siege of Vallenciennes, 
cc And too play him more pieces before it is long; 

No banks any more he'll be lost on: | 
« Old Morpheus shall warn him of water that's deep, | 


cc The lady who finds that of him has thought wrong, \ | 


And its danger shall show him when he is asleep, | 
« Just in time it will strike him, that out he did creep, 
« And a stranger shall guard him to Boston. 
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« Respecting his money, or respecting his clothes, + 1 
« No regard he'l pay to them wherever he goes, 2: Of | 
« For Lincolnshire thro' he'll find friends who he knows,” 
The night-hag then plagued him, | 
Young Cupid aſswag'd him, 
It awoke alf the house did this rout; 
Then as rain down did flow, 
It tremendous did blow, 
In such hurricanes both launched er 85 


Ere the day dawn'd he woke, crying, © where am I now! ? 
« Mr. Taylor's, of Walcot, I swear and I yow, * 
« Why a fine job I've made on't, to keep up this em 

«« To our market I should have gone home; | 
Then perspiring with heat, he quick throw'd off the cloches, 
VUnbarred one window, to the tumbler-glaſs goes, } 
For to sleep dare not drop, thus attended by foes, 
| « But no further than here will I roam.“ 
For his dreams horrid struck him, as o'er them reflecting 
An old hag, with many such, gainst him collecting, a 
Like Witches, in Magbeth, their counsels en 
Great tempests for him to detain; 

But no more he compos d, till near time to arise, 
When he started afresh, being still in surprise, 
« Much too damp is this morn, for my dame, too, he cries, 
Law bleſs me, what winds and what rain.” 
Complaining at tea, that how wrong he had acted, 
How gloomy the night paſs'd, what scenes were transacted, 
« As you are here,“ said Misrreſs, “come ne'er make a fuſs, 
« Mistreſs Salt is perhaps now more merry than us. 
ic If this day you ride out, pray to Donnington gd, 
« They've a visitor pleasant, from Gray's Inn, a beau, 
And be sure request Mister Hunt's, if you're there, 
To- morrow to come o'er and spend a day here.“ 


« Ah, your sister's 50 hearty, she raises my spirits, 
« And in both her connections has uncommon merits; Is 
G 2 
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c Mistreſs Hunt, —ai, —she's like other folks, 
e She is very well, - Why, —she' Il certainly paſs, | 
«« Her counsel I went by, you must know, when a 1 
«© Tho' now really without any jokes. 
c Mind, I went by her rules, —I was 80 soft an elf, 
That J took her advice when it suited myself, 
« For instance,. you're here, —now we'll say.“ 
c And the right on't he is, or to me nought akin, 
*« Or else for him I'd not give one single pin, 
Says Taylor, © but I must away.” 
« Why you're very polite, come we'll all go together, 
« Lord bleſs me, such Slop,—did you cer see such weather? 
« Pat look how those vermin have spoilt this barn floor, 
<< Now it must be fresh laid from this place to that door. 
Ai,“ says one, see this cart, look here's your ſine cushions, 
* Sham velvet they're like, no, I see they are plush ones; 
« In the name of good luck, why how came they wet? 
cc cannot conceive where this rain they could get. 
Says Taylor, “ my love, see that hole in the thatch, 
Ay, - you've set this fine thing here some water to catch.“ 
Then as master he bid his men bowl it alo gg. 
For to let it stand there he thought it was wrong.“ 
c The trouble of driving on my patience encroaches,”? 
Cry'd one, © to croſs Britain there's nought beats mail coaches,” 
Ah, but this thing's very well, | 
« Tho' my name I'd not tell, 
i For such all put together, not I; 
« Why a tax cart is worse, 3 
d Much than our double horse, 
Now my sister's close chaise by the * 
« It is always complete, 
4 There's a postillion neat, - 
© Now about one I'll tell you a joke; 33 
« But a single horse chaise, 
Like the man's, would me craze, 
© 'Tho? I dont say it teazes some folk. 
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Near a Folkingkam runlet, there lives a nice man, 

„That excels on the flute, and will please if he can; 

Now his lady she nultum in parus approv ess, 

*© And he indulges, and buys her, whatever she loves, 

4 So a single horse gig he has got which holds three, 

But the ladies within scarce a hand's breadth can be, 

To their faces quite close must sit their postillion, * 

*c If one yard they can look they can also a million: 

An iron horse you have view'd, with a ring . the _ 
With three legs for support, for a plate in to pop, 

“Just so the main's:fix'd in, as in a cock-boat, . 
« For his mistreſs oft calls out, John tuck up your cot. 
« Ha ha ha, then laggh'd Salt, if the man minds his diet, 

cc The fair ones from storms will remain pretty quiet. 
In the pav'd court ran servant, round xhe houge she had pac _ 
With «oh master, oh mistreſs, for goodneſs make haste, 

© There's a rat from a drawer sprung, out batler⸗d, antöx, 

66 An old box it has run in, that's under yon gauntry: 

Then Taylor that instant for terrier loud hollow d., 

With a rattle he caught it, another he follow d 
For screaming, said mistreſs, “oh dear, there's one sits, 

* If it gets about me 1 shall go into ou” gt Sy tarnroqes ie! 


Salt alipt * from gude to 9 ee abit aa 
As the horses were fetch'd for an afternoon's ride, 200 
Who laugh'd much bout the sport that was had —— feast, 
Cause the re at the docking from ese did reast. 


Then to Taylor returning, 620 Mistreſs, cc oh dear . | 
ee Tf to Dunnington any from Walcot'go'near, 0 VO 
ce It strikes me of last words of my mother once dear, 885 1 — („ 

c Be sure remember your brother? We 
« My love, go to the cot, there's a dark kind of pigeon,” 1725 
<« | observ'd this large sort as they sat near the ridge on, 
< Half a dozen you'll pocket, the saddle they'll füdge on, 
« For I'll always send something or other. _ 
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When the dinner was over on horseback each gor, 
Salt bid all adieu, and away both did trot; 
Then the great coat he took, and Taylor was peas; 5 
For the doves in his pockets, tho' dead, much him N 
Now this gent was in half dreſs of cavalry _ 
Far eclipsing old Salt he and horſe- were too bed; 
Tho? easy in cantering as over a sod, . 
Broken knee ' d and blink ey d, badly tackled and chod : 
Soon loose got the saddle, and o'er neck did him cram, © 
Which the soldier perceiving, *twas near Freckingham: 
Said, „your girths'I will tighten, my friend do off jump, 
4 For this tit in our pastures gets stuff'd till he's plump, 
% Now the other pray take, if you like it the best, 
% No, this goes just my pace, and would spoil all the jest; _ 
Then splash dash through the lanes, they were soon the 1 in, 25 
Each ready to pay, seem'd disposed for sparring, ; 2 , 
Taylor he would _ up, and thus ended the jarring; 


Young Gleed this pair join'd, AY away 7 all did 4 | 
Of rains and of winds, and what wheats did lay flat, | 
Of what crops yielded most, and how scarce were the hands, 
How expensive *twas-reaping the grain off the lands; 
4% Last year sallied over, cries one, 4% Irishmen, 
« Getting little employment, they wont come agen.“ 
Says another, ** what manure has laid on one ————, 
«« Ta enrich his plough'd soil and such corn ne'er was seen, 
« Came a gent and his dame 'twas lately from, 
«« This cultivation to look o'er, but could any want 'em; 
4 Their connections too visiting, taking up beds, 
« Advertising when home, the place over their heads.“ 
Cries a third, “ I'm so shock'd, why I've rode past the gate,” 
« Ha ha hah,” titter'd Gleed, „come you” re not much too A 
« But than daddy's own stables, there's many are worse, 


« As refreshment you'll find 1 for man and for horse.“ 2 


t Can an error be made, Sure I: am to run in one, 
Said Salt as in cover when got into Dunnington, 
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« Mister James, well, you see we are here; 
«« Ah—to tea, we are going, come and both sit you down, 
% Brother —a walker this man is, and one of renown ; 
« Then my father I'll call, he is near.” 
« Ah, he once was a foot, but now. he's got my nag, 
« With hark forward, hand-canter, he'll give them the bag, -} 
« Tho' not false as the fox, yet as fleet as the stag.”* 


cc Well, how are you both ? why what makes you grand; 0 

« Said master vou see here I've got a bad hand, a 

« At the mill it: got crush'd, “„ Well how goes it on, di 

« You've a miller there dead, but his mill is not gone, 

« For an axle cast iron, to Walker's I've sent | 

« My son James, as you saw him, then over he wen, 

«« But dry's got the Witham, we need not to bother em, 

For stopp'd is this axle *tween Boston and Rotherham. 1 

« How your brick mill's exalted, it looks like a tower, 107 : 

« As if that of wood it would gorge and devour.” 

« As the man's gone, his mill's to be tolled away, ö 

„ By the time that our wheels are got ready to ain wat? 

Mister Shilcock, if I now had this job to do, 

Upon rollers from that place it never should go.“ 

« Mills erect in great stile, slide in two months—a mile, 5 
« Well mann'd for proceſsions as Kitty; 

Had one mill but pretence, to fine organs of sense, 
« I'd whisper't so gently and pretty.“ 

« Down with your apple cart, from those wings you must kart, 8 
« Soon each whirligig axle and stone, | 

I'll extract from your hulk, your confectioner's bulk, 

| «© Bowl away——with @ preito be gone.” 


As such mills wanted turning, one said with a laugh, 
Come, this bishop here peep at, he is of Llandaff; 
Then this outlaw confuted, he look'd o'er askance, 

But no papers, no study, with head on the dance, 

Like the axle of gig, which oft moisten'd yet Sings, 

« Gallio cared, Hoaubeit, for none of thoie things.” 
Quickly Taylor, young James, and one more did agree, 
Those pigeons to take, and all friends go to see] 
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Then with Mister Hunt's people each chattered among, 
As Salt to the maiden did give them up wrong ; 
«© Your good folks are at Boston, cry'd he to the man, 
«© This shop a youth's bought, just so on he ran? 
c Of tallow, I wonder, how much he will render,” 
cc All out he will send it, for labour too tender. * 
4 So he cannot chandle, 
« Or chopping knife handle, 5 
A hard preſs, like the plough, he'd ne 'er work i it; 
« For this beau is a draper, . | 
& All his limbs small and taper, _ = 
$6 Sir, I think, —let me $8ee—he” 8 a Birket. 85 1 
« Ay, I'm right, that's his name, who those premises bought, : 
« And he'll marry a lady at Kirton tis thought; 
«© About you I have heard, he has got many cousins, 
«© At Newark they lay thick, rhirteens to the dozens ; 
cc Tn his place yet he is, 4 cc pray what is the ferme! = 
« *Tis the same as his own, and he'll not stay his term.” 
«« But what may you call now I pray his intended? 
« She's a namesake of his,” here this family ended. 
«© Ha ha ha hah, what man, master, and laſsy; 
« Of the whole tribe of Gad, and the half of Manaſseh ; 
« Who owns all those buildings, from Collingham Kilnes ? 
« Why old Mistreſs, young Jack, and one good Mister Milnes.”” 
cc *Tis even just 50, Sir, 
«« Now I am — the grocer, 
« But your terrindams all may be slit; 
« For when sciſsors J put, | 
c Mister Hunt calls, — don't cut, 
«© You're making half breadths, — hold a bit!” 
«© View those scales on the poize, with a deren of lump in, 


-w 
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« My weights I thus cast, and the beam is for jumping; 


% Now loose are those ropes, lest your toes get a nen 


« Shift the scene, pop you off, —get away; 
« Mistreſs John how are you:“ « gents J hope you are e 


« When our people get home, why, I scarcely ean tell, 
Those pigeons I'll ſend for, they're at Mister Hunt's, Nel; | 
In the morning yot'll come, —mind,—you say.“ - 


1 

Returning to father's the evening to spend, 
One with Taylor said little. — to all did attend; 
With the day much fatigued, for retirement did hie, 
But on morn fore twas light Salt awoke and did cry; 
« Well, as soon as I'm got up, for home I will make,“ 
« Oh you'll alter your mind, when the next time you wake; 
Now three hours elapsing, did make this appear, 7 
With, “ To Roston I'll canter, and see how I'm there; 
To young Shilcock's each went, and to sister one said, 
« Your good man, I'm afraid, is scarce out of his bed.“ 


« Yes, I'm here, cry'd the gent, while the slippers he put on ;”* 
And his entrance was made, as his waistcoat did button. 


« Well, we all must be ready, steady boys steady, 
« Us cavalry blades to a man; 

« Ail!—we all will unite, those invaders to fight, 
“ For our enemies with us N55 80 


Too, cries Taylor, “ I say, Jack cent chis the first day, 
6 Fore the sixteenth remember we go; 

cc Lad, the country we'll clear, reply'd he far and near, 
Of a rare many coveys,—I know. 5 


«« Salt, your dame we want over, why she does oft say, 
That from your place to Newark, none e'er find the way ;** 
« But I do, now she knows, and pray is that a rule? 

« On return, be sure tell her, I say she's a feul.” 


« Oh! my dear, fie for shame, I'm sure you are to blame, 
« Care I, do you think, for his wife, 

When in small clothes at first, on her knee I've been nurst, 
* And have known her all days of my life,” 


There's nothing, for walking, like eating you'll zee,” 


While we're joking and talking, pray 1 who takes their tea ? 
Then as s I've a tit got, pray how will it agree ? ' 
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« Ha ha hah, you're on horseback, you're mostly on foot, 
«« shall once see you mounted, a figure you'll cut.”” 


« Ay, perhaps John you may, as the road lays so nigh, 
Near the fens you've no skip aſs, I cannot slide by.“ 


« How affronting you are, but to say ought yoa dare, 
« Why there's many a captain's no sailor, 

« But with me you'll agree, they' I ride better than he, 
% My love, did thou e'er see a— taylor.“ 


6 pray, does she not now, and far me he'll outlast, 

© Once J hollow'd and shouted, my friend ar'nt you past; 
© A gent nodded to gull him, I would not give leave; 

« As I stood near my daddy, with gate in my hand, 

© Like the picture of Gilpin, he ne'er made a stand, 


„The young buck how he laugh'd in his Sleeve,” 


This scene to remove, a motion was made, 
„Well, I must see him start, this Johnny he said, 
« So in trio to father's they went: 
As two were s/raw gazing, a third said, “make haste, 
Lad, you've got shod the horse, a moment don't waste, 
Snug to get off old Salt was intent. | 
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The tackle to change, was this instant forgot, 
But this steed had a head, the other had not. 


He mounted, got smok'd, or *twould been fun to none, 
Laugh'd and bow'd, —way'd his hat,—and then left Dunning ton, 


Ere arriv'd at the bar two men he o'ertook, 
All chatter'd away till their road he forsook ; 
As Salt told them for marshes he soon should off 8 
One added, your tripper mind dont break your neck ; 
By the help of a branch he a traveller past, 
Whipcord the man try'd, and he got on as fast. 
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« Come, take me with you, if for Boston you are,” ? 

Cry'd the stranger, by way just of forming a pair, | 

No, the low road I'm for,—the mill it is there, } 
«« By request of a gent at last town:“ 

But the chaise he ne'er saw, tho' a covey he met, | 

Of nymphs chast as Diana, if swains had thought fit, ſ 


Stop, my love let us ride; ** „ No,—it cannot be yet, 
At the Unicorn Inn I get down.” | 

© Hollow Cave, Mistreſs Cave, well, I pray how are you?“ 

© Why a bad boy he's been, —but come do as we do: 

“Salt our warehouse I'll shew you,“ soon out they did dart, 

Up his stairs each ascended, when Cave made him start, 

For those premises ended at his wall before, 

But the neighbours had let him break open a door, 

And o'er stables had built him a new one, like barn, 

When Cave Skelets tripp'd up, and left him to swarm, 

Come on this naked winbeen, by scaffolds you'll mount, 

Ot such honours exalred he did not much count; 

« Look here are fine prospects, so grand o'er our fen,“ 

« Ah, succeſs to the spot,“ © I, my lad, say amen.“ 

Well, Cave now I'm off,“ © Pshaw, you'll ne'er make a do, ] 

« Why I want you to walk,“ as their yard each paſs'd thro', | 

With,-—© my love let those three ducks be roasted by two.“ j 

«© Cave, who is yon lady? — Oh! it is Miſs Bets: 

« We shall view a grand barge from the banks of the sluice, 

«There's a party for fishing form'd here on a cruize, 

«© By Sir Joseph and Fidel's, and ladies who chuse, 

« Here they angle or throw off their nets,” 

This was said in a street, where to him one reply'd, 

„ How this belle's face I wish'd for a cast on this side. 

Is Miſs Allet at Boston? too, cry'd he rather quick, 

When it had its effect all the arrows flew thick, : 

Elis hand clasp'd where they stung, as he rather Jogk'd silly, 

They arriv'd at gondola, rigg'd white as the lily; 

On the bank each went tripping to Stevenson's farm, 

Ere two miles were got o'er their whole force did Gizarm. 
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In a lathe both were usher'd, to look at some wheels, 
Cave had bought of this man, for his bottle he feels; 
Each belong'd to a plough, long since out of date, 
And he slipp'd them from axle to shew him their state. 
Cry'd Salt, © Well I vow, 
«© That it strikes me just now, 
«© That boys might themselves bowl away: 
c« As those wheels are in sight, 
© Where the axle squares tight, 
«© How my lads if they had such would play.“ 
ce Tn the centre of axle instead of the stave, 
4A tooth'd wheel, half the size, fasten'd firm I would have, 
Three circles thus fixed, with a larger at top, 
A worm should drive on, by a purchase, —or stop. 
& An oaken frame, would hold the same, | 
« A wheel like querns for malt; 
cc To worm screw'd on, lads hands upon, 
. « Could either drive or halt.” 
ec Tn addition a boy withha shaft like a helm, 
cc The fore-wheels should guide, lest this gig overwhelm,” 


Those crows I'll knock over, come, hand me that gun, 
But the powder they smell'd, or they did not love fun; 

« Qui—ck, yon ——d fellows our ducks will be at: 
Said some black and white birds, as from cage hopp'd in lane, | 


Then to clay-house at Corner two blades did off run, 


As one try'd for a sparrow, and would have it fain, 
Qui—ck,—they changed their notes, when they chatter'd again, 
To, bleſs you, sir, shoot every rat,” 
As he popp' d off this gun, and gave it to a man, 
Poor Keeper dropt tail, and away home he ran, 
For the rascal at home had got ducks, 
As their appetite stood, and advanc'd got the day, 
A long stride they both made all the rest of the way, 
And rattled along like—sweet chucks. 
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ce Miſs Dreſsing's at Boston, said one, © T'll her find, 
c 'Three days I spent with her ;—my stars they are kind; 
As this paſs'd, in their face star'd an ox: 
Cry'd Cave, when in town, at Reath's house I her met, 
« To the Drury we coach'd it, —a good seat to get, 
4 For her party I left the front box.“ 

Salt to ruin had run, so long had outstray d, | 
No further than here he should get was afraid, | 
For Cave's mansion, with Dreſsing, before him delay'd, 

Yet to friſseurs set off for a scrape; 
Then dinner being over, he sought up his shoes, | 
With a split square of muslin, and cotton ribb'd hose, ö 
Too a small piece of gold of the thistle and rose, 

And launch'd out once more in ship shape. 
« Hollow, Charley,” cried he, with a rap on sash square, 
«« What Watty, my lad, hah my old friend, are—you—there; 
« So you'd not dine with us, now did not you say, 
© That our house should be yours, why you've been here all day; 
As he measured him over from top to the toe, 
With, „ this night you shan't off, III be hang' d if you as, 
« And the port it stands at you, the fruit there you see, 
« You're at Liberty Hall, and are left to make free. 
Quoth Salt, „I have not, or a moment have lost, 
« But such bad suits I hold, all my measures get erost, 
just my wife give a shout at the bottom of stair, 
« Mistreſs Charley, re- echo'd, as at the sash square; 
Ai, sir, I am here, and too soon coming down, 
« Dear, your voice I'd ne' er guest, if I laid half. a- crown; 
« Well, how got you home?“ © why I rather got sick, 
«© The chaise was so tiresome, it play'd us a trick.“ 
« Mistreſs Lowe, do you mind, was on driving so gay 
« Just behind us I glimps'd, and loud scream'd out I say, | 
« Oh! my love, there's our wheel, and its running away ; 

« In a moment we all were aground, 
c Both our *Axy and her were much frighten'd,”” said Lowe, 
6 Only think of our gig thus serving us so, | 
“But they came to no harm, soon away we did 

For a limpin in chaise-box I found, 


* The chyld's name. 
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Cry'd a Hobson, I'Ii tell you, it might have been worse, 
For our journey to Spalding, we'll take Barnet's horse, 

I declare for this hour I have sat; 
Then at Ingram's for Dreſsing one would make his call, 
She to Titton was fled, but from Stationers-hall, 

Near the large sign two ladies they met. 
Then to virgin, to widow, each said in their turns, 
« Well, how are you Miſs Sirs, and how do Mistreſs -——; 
„ This day I'm removing, how lucky this is, | 
Cry*d neither the maiden nor did her mistreſs. 
* Here, walk up in my rooms, now the music you see, 
« In my absende twas tun'd, but it did not suit me, 
Saon one finger shak'd tenor as flat in the E, 

With © I said I'd depend upon you; 


99 


*© When those jacks from their sockets, the seas did estrange ail, 


% You at liberty set them, and well they did range all, 
« As I've mov'd 'em you come here as my guardian angel, 
For the north pole to magnet is true. 
Ha ha hah, said friend Lowe, Madam, notes they will shrink, 
But they say to be married you're just on the brink. 
«« Mold your nonsense, excuse us, for we must away, 
« If you see much of me it will not be to day, 
So the gents they both left, they might sing or might play, 
When the hammer had screw'd up this E; 
A few cords adjusting, Salt rattled each pin, 
But his harpsichord thrumming was only a din, 
Heavy jargon compar'd to one's late within, 
«© Come the horse we will both of us see,” 


As one's head the shop paſs'd, to young Rastal he bent it, 
And his fist shak'd the beau's, in friendship he meant it: 
« Sir, at your father's court, 
What rare stingo and port, 
Said one,. — when he'd drawn back his arm; 
Ai, — the King at Wainfleet, 
1 Still presides at that seat, Re 
« Claxby—Woeod's left, and took his own farm,” 
o 
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The Unicorn quitting, before it was long, 
9 — 
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Themselves making tea, had it brandy as strong; 


«© Oh dear, how I eat, in this country I cram, 

„ 3read, butter, anchovies, and slices of ham.“ 

Ihen with pitcher to harbour each went herry skerry, 

With pipes and tobacco, to regale and make merry. 

Here the nation they settled, in the Rhine the French brush'd. 
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Vet the pope damn the Dutch, and all Spaniards they crush d. 
1% father's both steer'd, one said, “this is the man, 
4% That Lincolnshire cireles on foot has oft ran.“ 
« Ai, — then look at our house from cellar to attic.“ 
« Sir, the views are extensive, it makes me extatic; 
' Keal Hill and the Woulds how I long to be at, 
The folks I know there, and a many know Wat.“ : 
Cave drove Mistreſs Wheatcroft our Newark to see,; 
But the heath with her taste very ill did agree, 
% Ay, you talk of fine prospects, lauk dont you tell me, 
4 Why, here's neither bush, briar, or town: 
© From Foſsdyke I wish Charles I'd never come out, 
© In our country we've closes, and can look about; 
But the Leadenham Hill gaining, he set up a shout, 
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Now mother, pray look all around.“ 
They return'd to the fairs, both in humour so gay, 

«© An indulgence we crave, now come rattle away, 
«© Point to us each cannon, and gun in your play, 

And trumpets in Battle of Prague.“ | 
IThen-a levee was held, strait the whole court adjourns, 
A campaign to attend to, in all its deep turns, 

On full organ of Cave's, with the touches of , 

Soon one wish'd himself snug at the Hague. 

For before each off set, said a friend of the nine, 
«« Friend Calah's at Fidel's, Salt drop him a line, 
© Tell him it is your wishes, as likewise *tis mine, 

That a call he must make and not miſs,” 
For the dame to attend on, one snatch'd up a bock, 
He was stung to the quick, as she gave him a lool 
In this critical period, him prudence forsook, 


And he hop'd, —and he sigh'd for a —-- 
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But a cloud veil'd her brow, which his soul did benight, 
And he said—no he thought, —< I'll be hang'd if I write.“ 
All ye bucks still attach'd to your trowsers, 
Have not widow and maiden, 
Of this— sung and said on, 
That cats muffled are never good mousers. 
Cause them you've surrounded, 
And smack'd till confounded, 
As their fingers, were loaded with glaſses; 
Which have itch'd, —for your face, 
Just to bloom with a grace, 
Now at Blackburn's are many nice laſses. 
The balk was danc'd down, at the door stood a mute, | 
His attendance was crav'd at the fair ladies suit, | 
To guard her from ruffians, one at billing so cute, 
When inspir'd by piece or by song; 
In the front of the music the bellows Salt blew, 
One ask'd if the cries of the wounded he knew, | I 
To the next part arriving, her face she withdrew, l 
To change airs in the Vallenciennes. 
In one breath each exclaim'd, © how enchanting you play,” 
Cried Cave, © view the keys, shrunk down is great, A, 
« For those cannon balls give it three knocks ;** 
- Twas three guns laid him flat, said a pert looking, elf, 
Such volleys are dreadful, I felt em myself, 
Strange fires electrie great shocks. 
As Lowe ask'd a friend, to enliven the night, 
The lady at parting cry'd, pray you now write? 
As the words her lips paſs'd, and he would nat dispute, 
Sprung a note from his bosom, she gave it her mute. 


—— „* 


Lord Malmsbury still prays for peace, 
Those females to aſswage, 
Sir Sydney too does never cease, 
This world throughout's a stage. 


See Fairy Scene, page 37. 


* | 
tc Calah, who left Apollo, 
* Some choice nymphs to follow, 
0 Miles thirty you rattl'd in chaise, 
c There remember those balls, 
4 By Jove what three falls, 
«© On terra firma you gap'd in amaze.“ 
«© When at midnight in glee, 
© 'Tho* with fairies at tea, 
* A barb'd arrow drove you from the field ; 
From that time in their fete, - 1 | 
« They've strong ale and roast meat, 
In returning you call'd of Ben Hield, 
« Soon a daughter of Atlas, 
In scarlet a fat laſs, 
« From Winter's you saw at one Wat's; 
When you sung and you pou 4. 
Not of Cupid afraid, 
« As she titter'd and laugh'd at two flats.“ 


« As those lines you read o'er, you'll perceive who has wrote, 
% From your circles an hour to this fair pray devote, 
c The whole Nine form her groupe, with the Graces in co, 
c She still smiles as she speaks, both to friend and to foe, - 
«© In Boston she flutters, her stores are in port, 
No enchantment beats her's on the piano forte, 
« If she pierces, —she heals;,—thus for you the right sort. 


« Cause Phzton, Jove thunder'd on, 
Then fractur'd all his bones; 

In fright and pain, you dropp'd the rein, 
« At sight of thirty stones.“ 


Mistreſs Lowe had home got, and merry all were, 
Over fish and nice gravies, good relishing cheer, 
Good master then read the Bostonian verses, 

And all hieroglyphicks throughout he rehearses, 
Good Mistreſs in goblets, lest minutes should waste, 
dlic'd lemon, and mix'd up some punch to their taste, 


» Donnington Assembly. 
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As each other amusing the time to beguile, 
Salt said, „your gents houses you finish in style;“ 
« One at Wisbich, I've been at, now it is compleat, 
« About here none there are to be mention'd so neat; 
« For,“ said mistreſs, © I saw there a nice summer's room, 
« As the garden I paſs'd, there choice flowers did bloom; 
c On three sides are its windows, the tides flow around, 
« White Dutch tiles line the bath, where you step under ground; 
« With such places convenient, you seldom can meet, 
« Except *tis indeed at a nobleman's seat. 
« Aj,” cried he, “ in one kitchen good furniture's plac'd, 
« Much inferior to it, has our dining room grac'd, 
c Three years I was servant when she was Miſs Life, 
c Then no sister more friendly, tho' now Rayner's wife, 
« One morning I went in, — first cleaned my feet, 
«« Her looks they were chearful, soon plac'd was a seat; 
«© She said, yesterday I was laughing at you, 
«© When in kitchen you bounc'd, with Miſs Life my dream's true; 
« Oh, how it flames out, in a bucket you pump'd in, 
« And set up a shout, as the street you soon jump'd in, 
« For three days before you'd rehears'd us a tale, 
4 That you dreamt of a fire, you quench'd from a pail; 
«© My brother he went, and reliev'd us from pain, 
c The body so furious cast out in the lane; 
© The tallow on covers, than pitch worse it blaz'd, 
« Which the water you throw'd on, and look nearly craz'd ; 
c Twelve hogsheads we had in our chandle house lay, 
« My father, from that time, would send all away. 
© At each mirror I gaz'd, and each elegant print, 
46 Polish'd marbles I view'd, bright as gold from the mint, | 
« And nice ornaments, perfect from flaw or from dint, 
64 Oft thro' wantonneſs struck, —easy kept in their state, 
& I could but contemplate, how lucky her fate; 
« But what crav'd attention was freedom and ease, 
c Mistreſs Rayner is merry, and freedom will please, 
«« Now if neatneſs is error, she reads it as well, 


« And as hearty will laugh, and herself the joke tell; 
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Her swain's to her mind, and conforms to her plan, 

« If for Bath or for Bristol he's her gentleman. 

* When my exit I made, a bright lock she did preſs, 

% Tho? not with her fair hand, but with part of her dreſs, | 

« And IJ wish her no ill, but three boys to careſs.“ 

The brothers are pleasant, one's in a nice spot, 

There reading I found him, his frizeur he'd got ; 

«© Tho' a mist J am in, I see it is you, 

“ Mister Joseph, how are you? you're in a rare stew.““ 

« I'll tell you, I'll tell you, in our country that fenny, 

“ A pennyworth of ease, is here full worth a penny; 

« Why, my sister you taught, till she is so exact, 

Now with beef and good wines, I am always compact; 

« Here's the paper, come read it,—and on it define, 

« I'm off, -I'll expect you, —at two I shall dine.“ 

« John—where is my hobby? lower'd I'll have our bridge, 

© 'The coach down it hurries, maidens bonnets does fridge, 
« But old Swain”'* in his ear had a flea; 

Just a friend's pipe Salt mov'd, and in snuff dish it laid, 

„That lady you taught, as her brother Life said, 
« This is plain, and now prov'd, cry'd he; 

As late grew the hour, this turn'd a deserter, 

And the corps near broke up, when he run for the garter, 
Soon for rest all did quickly agree, 

« Tf no more I should see you at Greſswell's, now mind, 

Said Mistreſs, “ our Mary, at Burgh you will find; 

Cry'd Lowe, „ now observe, all who through this room paſses, 

That furniture opens to look at those glaſses, 

«© How harmonious the tones, does not this frame warp? 


„ Tho? for cords, nothing beats my Colian harp.” 


e Come, are you for breakfast? with Hobson J go, 
« To Spalding,“ says he, © and you're waking I know; 
« Wife and bairns are off bathing, they'll none of *em come, 
« Here's the bottle, come dash this fine strong tea with rum, 
« The hair-tackle in order in that place you'll find, 
« I'll wait for you here, I thank you, tis kind.“ 

* The Architect. 
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Thus safe out of bed, 
And well frizzled and fed, 4 
With the bridge gotten over—s0 grand; 
At the inn Salt did change, 
And down West-street did range, 
Returning from home out of hand. | 
Stop a bit, thought the nag, ne'er a stick have you got, 
He reflected in lane, shall I go off or not, } | 
When home I return like a fool and a sot, 
And have never seen Alford or Burgh; 
Slow he crept on for Cave's, and then bid Langton ride, 
Lick for lace with a stick, but no hat did provide, } 
Till Salt set off a run, to come up to his side, ; 
Soon at Wrangle dispell'd was all sorrow. 


From a window aloft, cry'd a lady, “Oh dear! 
cc What 'tis you, I declare, well, —how kind to call here; 
Mister Wright's on a walk, but soon him you will see, 
The last time you stopp'd, he was gone to Schremby.“ 
« Ma'am, your servant I'Il thank for some water in glaſs, 
« I'll this minute be down,—so you want on to paſs ; 
« Pray come in,—sit you here,—and ne'er make a do, 2 
cc It's near twelve, —let me see,—why we shall dine at two.“ 
«© Now, for stopping excuse me, —about 1t nought say, 
«« Depend on't Fll call, I return this same way.“ 


« Oh dear, —I desire, nay,—but you'll ne'er go.” | 


« Ma'am, by ladies T'am govern'd, come it shall be so, 
Mister Wilby T'll call on, —O—ai—pray do.” 

As each bell-crank did whistle, the steed Johnny took, 
The piano for hall too its parlour forsook. 

For a chat with a friend not a moment Salt hanker'd, 
This uncle's he reach'd, too his hand for the tankard. 

c Now as pastures we'll walk in, the shipping you'll spy, 
« Drove here by north winds, in the deeps see they lie.“ 
A retreat in square spot with a cut edge he saw, 
Thick and lofty appearing, like open landau. 
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« On that hill lives my son, how the distance beguiles, } 


« Croſs yon fen should you take, it is but sixteen miles, 
c But *tis twenty for them who will potter o'er stiles; 

«« Bennet's father I knew very well.“ 
In clear sky,“ said one, © here's the fine jemmy fellow, | 
ic In the sun's rays may bask, fore he's gotten half mellow, ; 
% Aj,—and should he turn pale, we display ar umbrella, 

“And the ground we all know soon will tell.” ? 
« From town a man's sent o'er, ar coast to look over, 
« Tf us British the French want, we're nearest at Dover, 
c In some fogs, should such drop here, fore ten miles they*ve ran, 
« Ar, whole country'll surround *em,—we'll kill every man.“ 
He return'd to Wright's garden, his over-alls threw, | 
With half boots in sly spot, till from thence he withdrew ; 
Saw with ivy embower'd, which an eminence grac'd, 
Majestic o'er fish-pond, an harbour here plac'd. 
From storms thus secure, may sit the arch wags, 
To inhale the fresh æther, and peep at the nags, 
Thro' an oilet there form'd, by an uncle of yore, 
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Who regal'd here his friends, and his church could look o'er, 

A fine picture from hence, which all strangers adore, 

If Virginia's too fragrant, this nice spot should Scent, 

As curl'd up lays a pointer, effluvias to vent. 

Should wild fowl, half a score, here in this water drop, 5 
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And a squack each set up, which no person can stop; 
Then this beast e' en kick out, down amongst them he'll pop, 
Like a hedge-hog he'll roll, or a stone: 
For great guns, your pipes take, point 'em all to a man, | 
Mind no tricker you pull, you've a flush in the pan, | 
If your ducks turn to geese, and each goose to a swan; 
Why your noses you'll burn every one. 
As the graſs-plat he laid on, in sun still and warm, 
'This landscape here viewing, what ideas did swarm ; 
„Till clos'd were his eyes, —till he dream'd of the French, 
No,—'twas Ingoldmell's Bank, and dame Syke's fat wench.“ 
Much refresh'd he awoke, to this mansion *gain stray'd, 
Fine wall-fruit he paſs'd,—s0on the cloth it was laid; 
* Of that place. 
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The gent too appearing, each head then inclin'd, 
Here no hollows, no shoutings, to trouble high wind. 
4 Well, Salt, how are all friends? and pray — how are their mates ? 
«« Why the last time I saw you was gay at one Wayte's; 
ec Just one stave, if you please, Sir, my books I have not,“ 
« An extempore reel, then, —“ friends, dinner is hot, 
« Pon my word, that is Wright, I can slide o'er this reel, 
« For fruit puddings ascend, e'er you storm a bastile.” 
« Salt, you see how I'm plac'd, with my laſs and my lad, 
« Had we Isaac with sister, one should be so glad, 
« Each of her's are in health, that's a pleasant sensation, 
„ They've a dozen sit down,“ © Ma'am tis well for our nation. 
«© Come, we beg you'll make free, said this couple polite, 
« For you're here for this day, and a good rest at night.“ 


The youth his chair quitted, for a ride on his nag, 
Which he pois'd to and fro, cry'd one, “ now my wag, 
4 For a swing would bawl out, if this gay horse did see,“ 
4 For a moment let's think, „oh! your dame she has three.“ 
« Some peaches pray take, that ale leave for some port, | 
Those nectans are mellow, mind you those are the sort, 
That your pace I could walk, I oft wish from my heart, 
«« With pleasure, for shooting, how early I'd start; 
« At friend Dobs's I was, when you called last year, 
J at Shendleby slept, which to Schremby is near.“ 
« Oh,—pray how got you home? why now shall I n, 
« 'To intrude on your armee in chapter and verse.“ 
To be sure, — to be sure. — “ Lack à day, dear a ne! 
Mister Rinder, he shew me, past Bourns, do you see, 
« Langton village, and Sancethorpe, I soon skipp'd for Hag, 
« And a churl overtook, but I gave him the bag; 
To a pair I observ'd, I could their gig outreach, 
« You're on foot, said the lady, © I'll give you a stretch. 
« As light as a cork, down and up hill I run, 
« And two stones gainst their gates I laid for good fun, 
« An hero on hunter was glad to dismount, 
« I was out of his sight, fore ten he could count; 


[6s | 
« A canter he set off; and to me did say, 
J thought till I reach'd you, *twas some runaway; 
« We rattled along, —I a shog, —he a trot, 
« At Horncastle parting till dinner we'd got. 
c When Simpson I went to, her William was gone, 
Her friends all about her, this brother was one; 
cc Why your dreſs it is changed since you came in town, 
<< Dear—sister, I followed him up hill and down; 
Here I told *em my dream as at Rinder's in bed, 
That a man I perceiv'd to the guillotine led; 
© And wonder'd what troubles this day I should meet, 
But to Ragby I'd start off, and trust to my feet. 
Near leaving the George Inn, young Harrol came up, 
At parting, my lad, come, you shall have one sup, 
% What's your one pint of wine? waiter bring in the rest, 
_ « Soon a bottle to follow it, was drank of the best; 


Then his long purse he drew, and cash'd up like a blade, 


And many nice matters, were sung and were said; 


« Salt, my lad, you're a buck, why to Chappel you'll come, 


« I've ale, and I've wine, too there's brandy and rum. 
A line you can drop, the town's name I require, 
« To the Windmill direct, than Alford what's nigher, 
« At our tunnel all know, Jack Harrol —— ; 

« Salton-stall—through the teeth it sounds harsh : 
This generous port in one's head soon does get, 
« Had we Isaac from Claxby,—my lad, —what a set, 
« Yesterday at the hall, how I wish you I'd met; 

6 But a rare crush we'll have in the Marsh.“ 
« Mix'd liquor was brought, a retreat we will sound, 
« 'To your sister by gateway with waiter go round. 
No, —replenish, —replenish, —resounded in state, 
«« My horse too bring out, tho' its dark, yet not late, 
And pistols a brace, for myself and meſsmate, 

For with gentlemen always a rule: 

«« That you rave, I am sorry, to save noise, my friend, 
« Why, our fists let's dispense with, and borrow and lend, 
Pistols echo'd again, sir, —it shall not so end, 


Po you think I'm a d n fool.“ 


„ 
ec His sisters sprung in, as with groom he got worse, 
cc And a black coat, —with orders, — secured his horse.“ 
Ha, ha, hah, I declare, - well now,. ' pon my soul, 
C Only think, — pray go on, —'twas confounded droll.“ 
« With maids, widows, and wives, from the George I went out, 
« As the gent slipp'd aside, till his mind came about, | 
« His appearance he made, and politely congee'd, 
4 Wish'd good night, shak'd my hand, and at ten took his steed. 
c With such spirits elate, in and out I brisk flew, 
cc And this night, but for friends, I was setting off too. 
« Mistreſs Simpson amaz'd, said your dream is thus broke,“ 
« Ma' am, I knew when I told you, it was not a joke.“ | 


Ere our Sovereign Gracious was much indisposed, 

I was all night at court, tho' at home lay composed, 
At Buckingham Palace, in confab with the 
And never but once have I dreamt of it since. 

This thing I've committed into a nymph's care, 

And no copy reserv'd, when J sent it her there, 

Vet in nine parts it lays, in fair Chesterfield town, 

To Miſs Smith, by the carrier, twas lately took down, 
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When the King of France suffer'd, I dreamt I was in, 
A grand place of extent, with large time-cranks within, 
Great works over head, length of ship-masts each acted, 
The hour struck horrid, like church work transacted ; 
With a tremour I lower'd, the movements to *scape, 
Still I shudder to think of their horrible shape ; 

On a Tuesday it was too, I dreamt of the Queen, 

And was crapes looking out for a dead Sovereign. 


« At Corsica's conquest abroad I had got, 
d Where a sign board to large street was nigh; 

« A townsman I ask'd, if he knew it or not, 
« He vanish'd, but said, read—Scali.” 

6% A grand veſsel in port, bright colours display'd, 
« Two towns I beheld from the hill; 

tc The landscape was pleasing, with verdure artay'd, 
« But each place was both stupid and still.“ 
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« When the islands were haraſs'd by our haughty foe, 
« In my dream from a paper J heard it read so, 

C Those down I inscrib'd, and a person with me, 

© Tho? a youth saw each time did exactly agree.“ 


To a cousin at distance, I wrote in a fright, 

To learn, from the Swan Inn, if all things were right, 

« Ere the letter he thought on as laid in his bed, 

« He was seiz'd by a fit, many fear'd he was dead, | 


« Living Luke Ward of Lichfield still holds up his head,” 


Thus the subject it ceas'd, and each took off his wine, 

Into garden one slipt, just to see if 'twas fine; 

H is over-alls drew, from the bush where they lay, 
Lest the gent should extract them, and put them away. 


To keep each pleasant, notes did thrill, 
With symphonies, and airs that fill, 
Which make a duet grand; 
Here Richard saw, without a groan, 
A restive horse, yet broke no bone, 
For father wav'd his hand. 
My pretty dear, those strings when warm, 
© Should cause your little mice to swarm, 
« Your aunty Wilby had a charm, | d 
It now is at my house; 
One silver cord in bell-harp tight, 
Each piece to close, struck three times light, 
« Two damsels much it pleas'd in sight, 
« As skimm'd around — a mouse.“ 
« Your cousin Ann when young as crocus, 
cc sent her o'er a zack 9 nokrs, 
« My lads can show you hocus pocus, 
If Newark should you come in; 
« A box of Harlequins in motion, | 
« With William Brocksby's ship in ocean, 
© Their dollars too, if you've the notion, 
“To be took in with drumming.”* 
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Thus well A was his limbs kept sound, 
For Salty made the house rebound, 


One gent as fixt in way of gate, 

An old w could not for him wait, 
As down he fell crying out, “ oh- burn her, 
Shriek'd out a laſs, © I'll Mester TURNER.“ 
« We'd hev her yit, if ya'd but still be, EL 
« She's not near deyck, nor Seha nor —<JP— WILBY; 
The girl would laugh to see the sight, | 
While Charles clapp'd hands, till got her — WRIGHT. 


cc To wine I flew, to ease my care, 
From church to hall re-echo'd there, 
The neighbouring herds were on the stare, 
It cover'd notes of—PForte ; 
But, strange to tell, as clos'd this act, 
Great dins were heard, from house each smack'd, 
For rattling sounds, like flames they crack'd, 
As fiery steeds did snort. 


Lo a nice bowling gig, for light side of a nag, 

Which with many may vie, and for speed he may brag, 

How his ears he pricks up, thro' the gate like a stag, 
With, „Hart forward, huzza, tallis ! *? 

Gentle reader, he's cantering, sans ceremonte, 

With the chaise,—in the pair, for rare good company, 

Just a part of the rout, this old genius to see, 


And our beautiful shipping—yo, ho ! 


; 
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Lads struck a pan, 
Two blades out ran, 
Through Boston each would stump it; 
When he from Haft, 
Had got the start, 
A third flew off with trumpet. 


The winning footman turn'd his head, 
And to the African he said, 
“ By the deep nine: 
« Why are we hurried thus, 
© 'To hack and stammer, 
« In this way rang'd, 
« Ofer Salt's bad grammar, 
«© With metre's chang'd ; 
In rubibus, 
Can you the sense divine?“ 


«© A cornucopiæ by my lady, 
« Resembles much a Tate or Brady ;** 


cc Nay, cornuco's like some lord I know. 


A score in train who sports; 
Gee—up,—ga—a,” 
«Oh! oh! you mean, for ready rhino, 
« My lads, ai that's your sorts, 


For mischief ripe, 

Through lips did slipe, 

The negro's pipe, 
5 As all arriv'd near shipping, 
One cry'd in rage, 

Strait he'd engage, 

To burn the stage, | 

See! see! the curtain's slipping. 
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By hat not his with slouch on't, 
This luckleſs boy through spleen tis said, 
To squash next scene -wavꝰ d this for token; | 
From reservoir—not gold—but lead 
He cast—the while—cold water, 
All rhymes—were stopp'd: 
Not fast,—with clatter 
The curtain dropp'd, 
Tho' tip- top Iron, 
It smackꝰ d, —it fell 
With crash, —betimes, 
In pieces twenty; 
The broken — parts 
One—quick— _ 
Got pack'd 
Out, thick 
In carts : 
Off well 
In style 
Like the 
Lip shop 
Lyon 
Couc : 
hant, 
Bold 
To 
Some 
Capt: 


ains sent he. 


„ 
With those to steer, throughout the main, 
By coasts of England, France, and Spain, 
For each a watchman's bell; 
Up came with lumber, 
A trifling splinter; 
Clean by the—Humber, 
And Trent this winter ; 
Hark! hark! at Pacy's knell, | 
See colours spangling, | 
Fairies dangling, *' ; 
Gallics wrangling, 
Well may true sailors boast ; 
To damp our foes, 
Fame's trumpet blows, j 
A tune each knows, 
BRITANNIA RULES THE ROAST. 


— 


His leg of Oak, 
Someway got broke, 
In Ned's administration; 
Tho' thinnish cheer, 
| Of water clear, 
Sav'd it all from inflammation, 


But William's slave, 
Stopp'd short with Cave, 
When got a little gay, 
A noble board to see; 
Of thirty feet, 
Buy nine — compleat, 
Of close mahogany ; 
To point the way. 
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With tower at foot, near Witham's— Cut, 
O'er Oaks the path 80 Narrow, 
When glib as glaſs, 
The green shop laſs, 
On it can't paſs, 
Her sister's little—barrow. 


A watchman's rattle, tho“ a staunch one, 
Alas! oft turns to broken pancheon, 
In pantomime—of Drury; 
An hearing give, my friends, when nigh, 
To symphonies of Johnny's cry, 
The cymbal tone in open sky, 
Of discords fine—will cure ve, 


The lyon bold, bright leaves of gold, 
Doth chuse 'em; 


Right-face, —he would turn fain : 


To *scape the smarts, of whips from carts; 


| Lefi-wheel,—the Oaken Crane, 


Does thus refuse em. 


The buck of note, 

With varnish'd coat, 
Ne'er throws off— the hatchet; 

Yet cracks his joke, 

Cause shap'd from Oak, 
To negro, — dont you catch it ? 


This changing creature, 
Thout dread or fear, once each new year, 
His fling he takes to smoke; 
With Paul in sight, his pipe to light, 
He guards his Royal Oak; 
Preterring him to Peter, 


1 Fm) 


Now some we know are much to blame, 
From their old friends to sever; 
Si—lence,—attend,— here's Mister Pye, 
This ninety seven, in numbers even, 
Loud celebrating MAJESTY ; | 
All loyal souls who sound his fame, 
The centre“ chorus ever, 
O'er foaming bowls, 
Each Holiday, 
The villages shall ring, 
With land—and seamen clever, 
From Florida, 
GOD SAVE GREAT GEORGE OUR RING! 


* Letters in the Crown Bowls. - 


See Proceſiion of Kitty. 


Long ere those rites were solemniz'd, 

Or dropp'd from hand her sceptre ; 
The shade of Kingston well appriz'd, 

By night or day ne'er left her. 


As sisters yet both hover, 
And ruminate, 
In their e state, 
For zs in deep manœuvre. 


Nor o'er waves that are Phrygian, 
Or lake which is Stygian, 
Or fields sty!'d Elysian, 
They each game on the Faro recount ; 
But vow by Dame Mara, 
And Colonel O' Hara, 


With the shade of Langara* they'll mount. 
The Spanish Admiral. 


| THE END OF PART THE FIRST. 


Erratum — Dreſsens for dreſsing read. 
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